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DISLOYAL ACADEMICIANS. 


Tis uavln Supdy tleten. | ANACREON. 


Thus for a MicnuTy Mor Ack to be /evelPd ! 
Pray, were you drunk, or mad, Sirs, or be-devill'd ? 


Vor. III. B 
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TO THE READER. 
GENTLE READER, | 


Tu E foundation of the following Odes is ſimply this— 
The Preſident of the Royal Academy, happy to be able to 
gratify our amiable Monarch in the minuteſt of his predilec- 
tions, reported lately to the Academicians his Majeſty's 
defire, that a Mr. LAURENCE might be added to the liſt of 
R. A.'s, his Majeſty, from his ſuperior knowledge in painting, 
being perfectly convinced of this young Artiſt's uncommon 
abilities, and conſequently fair pretenſions to the honour. 
Notwithſtanding the Royal wiſh, and the wiſh of the Preſi- 
dent, and (under the roſe!!!) the wiſh of Mr. Benjamin 
Wesr, the Windſor oracle of paint, and painter of hiſtory, 
the R. A.'s received the annunciation of his Majeſty's wiſh, 
Sir JosHUA's wiſh, Mr. WesT's wiſh, with the moſt 
ineffable /ang-f70id, not to call it by the harder name, diſguſt. 
The annunciation happening on the night of an election of 
Aſſociates, at which Mr. LauRExct ought to have been 
elected an Aſſociate (a ſtep neceſſary to the more exalted one 
of R. A.)—behold the obſtinacy of theſe Royal mules !—the 
number of votes in favour of Mr. LAURENCE amounted to 
juſt three, and that of his opponent, Mr. WHEATLEY, to 
ſixteen ! ! !—Indignant and loyal Reader, the Lyric Muſe, 
who has uniformly attacked Meanneſs, Folly, Impudence, 
Avarice, and Ignorance, from her cradle, caught fire at the 
above important event, and moſt loyally poured forth the 
following Odes, replete with their uſual ſublimity. 
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PROEMIUM 


TO THE PUBLIC. 


Grnrtzs: l behold a poor plain-ſpoken man! 
Modeſt as Abpiuoron our SPEAKER, 


Amidſt Saint Stephen 8 patriotic clan, 


Where In NOCENCE lo meek did ne'er look meeker; 


N 


When with much palpitation, and much dread, 


He turn · d about his pretty Speakers head, 
One leg juſt rais d to hop into the char; | 
Juſt like a Car in rain amid the ſtreet, I | 
That fears to wet her white and velvet fer, 


* 


Which for a handſome — prepare 


ce ] fear Jam a moſt 8 C * 
Said Mifter SPBAKER, with a' lamb- Ike voice! 
ec I have but one ſtep more, he ery' d, | | 


Keeping his head coquettifhly afide. 


B 3 How 


6 33 PROEMIUM-. 


How much like ChRISTIE, with his hammer rais'd, 


(Crrisr1E, a public Speaker too, ſo prais'd), 
Looking around him, ſimpering, ſmiling, bowing, 
Then crying Gemmen, going, going, going!“ 


Ves, Gentles all, a modeſt Bard and ſhy, 

With dove- like mien, and ground- exploring eye; 

Modeſt as Miſter Spxak kx at the Lops, 
When lowly he did Majeſty be/eech 
T” allow his bumble Commons uſe of words; 
That! is to ſay, a liberty of pech: 


Drees + ei 


Alſo 10 have at times a tete- d- tẽte, 

Becauſe a confab royal is a treat; 

Indeed for Jubjetts much too rich, 

As wiſe King James aſſerted of the ich: I 


Likewiſe to have the privilege of T1cx, 
Becauſe a BAILLIrr is a meddling . 8 
Who, with a hand of iron, or a ſtick, 
SZtoppeth the travels of our men of vogue! 
Barbarian act, chat men of worſhip frets!. _ 
Who think of loftier * chan idle debts; . 


Deep 


Mercers and clammy grocers—compter ſlaves, 


Get, for a mutton-chop, a little credit! 
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Deep pond'ring ever on the NaT1on's good, 
Not on great greaſy butchers, taylor knaves, 


Who, by their ſtinking ſweat, procure their food. 


Tradeſmen! a ſet of vulgar ſwine; 


Crutches for Foxruxx in a deep decline: 
Lo! what a tradeſman's good for, and lo all- 
A wooden buttreſs for a tott'ring wall! 8 | 5 
With tears have I beheld full many a Son 
Moſt brutally by Bailiff dragg'd along, 
For turnpike, furniture, or houſe's hire, 
Horſe, wages, coach, or ſome ſuch idle ſong 


Now Su ᷣ s a title of much reputation— 


Belongs to people of no occupation; 
Who cannot (in their looks we read it) 


Poor Gentlemen! how hard; alas ! their fate, 
To knuckle to ſuch nuiſances of State!!! 


Gentles, to you, well pleas'd, I turn again, 
Quitting my fav'rite rambling ſtrain; * 
B 4 | Leaving 


8 .'PROEMBUM. 
Leaving belov'd, admir'd, ador'd digrefion, - 
So practis d by as men of ode-profeſſion, 0 * 
When we have fcarcely aught to ſing or fay, 
And ſneaking Fancy quits the lyric lay. 


I do remember !—What That thus my pen, 

Licentious,: flander'd crown-and-ſceptre men! 

cc Readers, one moment look me in the face ; 
A Poet not quite deſtitute of grace: 

« And anſwer one not bred in FLATT'RY's ſchools— 

«© Are you, or are you not, a ſet of fools? 

« Pinning your faith on Gn AMDs ſkeve— 

&« Say, do you, in your conſciences, believe 


That Me never can be weak nor means 
| e And that a M——'s wife, yclept a —, 


May not (and why nos t) be a downright, flop, 
cc Form'd of the coarſeſt rags of Narunz's ſhop.? 
& read the anſwer in each, viſagge—< No.” 

« O Jeſu! can it be ſo? and is it ſo? 
& Put down my book 
« Give it not ane contaminating look: 
ce I ſtare on you with pity—nay, with pain— 9 
« Kranany ſhalb toſs, your money back ageiun: 
4 Get your crowns-ſhay'd, poor ſouls 1 with; you well; 4 
* And hear me—B edlam has a vacant cell.” i 


Such 
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Such were the ſtanzas that I wrote of yore, 
When tainted by a King-deriding Clan : 
But now I curſe thoſe tenets o'er and oer 


A convert quite—a ſweet and alter'd man: 


The ſacred force of Sov'retoNTyY I feel— 
To RoyaLTyY's ſtern port I learn to kneel : 
For Royalties are deem'd moſt ſacred things; 


So ſacred by the Courtiers, that the Bible 


May be.inform'd againſt, and prov'd a libel, 
For ſaying Put no confidence in Kings!“ 


Though this indeed may be interpolation, 
As much was coin'd by Popiſh prieſts and friars ; 
For ah! how hard tis for imagination 


To fancy Monarchs hypocrites and liars ! 


THE 
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RIGHTS OF KINGS. 


ODE TO THE ACADEMICIANS. 


Au! awake, or dreaming, O ye Gods? 
Alas! in «vaking's favour lie the odds ! 
The dey'l it is! ah me! tis really fo! 
How, Sirs ! on Majeſty's proud corns to tread 1 
Meſſieurs Academicians, when you're dead, 4 
Where can your Impudencies hope to go? 


COD SEE 


| Refuſe a Monarch's mighty orders !— 


It ſmells of treaſon—on rebellion borders! 
'Sdeath, Sirs! it was the Quzzn's fond wiſh as well, 
That * Maſter LAUREN SE ſhould come in! 
Againſt a Queen ſo gentle to rebel! 
This is another crying ſin! 


| - 280-, | 10 
What !— not oblige, in ſuch a trifling thing 
So ſweet a Queen, and ſuch a goodly King! 


* A young portrait-painter of ſome merit. 


A Queen 


12 | THE RIGHTS OF KINGS. 
A Queen anus d to oppoſtion weather Y 
At diſappointment ſo anus d to ſtart— 0 

So full of dove: like gentleneſs her heart, 4 
As if the dove had lent its ſofteſt feather, N 
That heart of gentleneſs to form, 3 


Unus'd (as I have ſaid) to oppoſition-ſtorm ! 1 


O let me juſt inform you, one and all, 1 
That Kings and Potentates, both great and ſmall, = 
Born to be humour'd,. for alediencè battle: 
Moſt inſtantaneous: too mult be TOE | 
Refuſal is moſt damnable defiance; 
T hey ſtruggle ſts like children for the ratcle. 


But in our fimile ſome diff rence 1 
We whip a bantling when it kicks and cries,. 
Fully determinꝭd not to pleaſe it: | 7 
But lo] the children that poſſeſs a crown I 
(Young Herculeses) knock us down, 3 y 
And, angry for a bauble, /e:ze it. $ 5 


Each of you, Sirs, has kept a cur, perchance: = 
Poor wretehy how oft his eyes with lighenings dar! 2 b 
How he looks up to Maſter for a-fnite } 1 5 

Shakes 


„ 


Where was PREROGATIVE 2—aſleep "3 

A blockhead, not a better watch to keep 
In this moſt ſolemn, moſt important hour ! 

Why heard we not the thunder of his voice ; 

Saw down your gullets cramm'd the royal choice, | 
So ealy to the iron arm of Power ? WF 1 | 


—— 
Fi 
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Shakes his imploring head with wriggling tail, 
Now whining yelps, now pawing to prevail, 
\ Eager with ſuch anxiety the while; 


And if a pat ſhould bleſs the whining ſcraper, 


Lord, how the animal begins to caper ! 


Thus ſhould it be with ſubjects and great Kings— 
But you are ſtrangers to theſe humble things. 5 
For ſhame! upon the courtier's creed go look — 
And take a leaf from humble Hawxzsz'zy's book; 
Or ſweet neck-bending water- gruel Los, 

Who Majeſty with pap of flatt'ry feeds; 

Which pap, if highly reliſh'd, will of courſe, 
Rewarded, make him Mas TER Or THE HokSsE. 


Why ſlept his. ledge, the guardian of a crown, 


So form'd to knock unruly raſcals down ? ? 1 
5 Ah 


14 RE RIGHTS OF KINGS. 


Ah me! PrzroGaTiIVE ſeems nearly dead! 
Behold his tott'ring limbs and palſied head; 
Sunk in their orbits his dim eyes; 
His teeth dropp'd out; and hark! his voice ſo weak; 


A mouſe behind the wainſcot—eunuch ſqueak ! 
« Ah! non ſum qualis eram,” now he ſighs, 

To ev'ry body's call, ah! now ſo pliant! 

Sad ſkeleton of once a ſturdy giant 


Poor bending ſhrivell'd form, but juſt alive, 

Art thou that bully once—PrERoGaTIVE ? 
Where 1s the mien of Mas, the eye's wild ſtare, 
A meteor darting horror with its glare ? 

How like a BRANDT-DRIXEER, who on flame 


Feeds with a roſy beacon-face at firſt ; I = 
But, by his enemy InTeMy'RANCE curſt, 3 | 
Yields to that victor of mankind with ſhame ; 3 
Pale, hobbling, voiceleſs, crawling to decay, . 4 


Juſt like a paſſing ſnadow, ſinks away! 


Bedchamber Lords are all in ire 

The Maids of Honour all on fire; | TEE 

Nay, though deſpotically ſhav'd, the Cooks, 
Bluff on th' occaſion, put on bull's-beef looks: 


E 
3 
1 
nd 
* 2 


1 i 
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THE RIGHTS OF KINGS, 


And really this is very grand behaving, 
So nobly to forgive the famous ſhaving ! 


See Madam SCHWELLENBERG moſt cat-like ſtare; 
And though no fav'rite of the King, 

She cries, © By Got, it ſhock and make 2 hair 
Upright—it is ſo dam dam Jane * 


STANHOPE, perchance, will claſp you in his arms; 

And Pxicz's Ghoſt, with Eloquence's charms, 

Will, from his tomb up-ſpringing, ſound applauſe: 

But know, I deem not fo of EpmMunD BuRKE : 

He nobly ſtyles the deed © a d-mn'd day's work; 
Superior he to cutting royal claws. 


Mon very juſtly thinks the human back 
Should be to Kings a ſort of humble hack ; 
That ev'ry ſubje& ought to wear a ſaddle, 


O'er which thoſe great rough-riders, Kings, may ſtraddle, 


16 THE RIGHTS. OF, KINGS. 


. 


The ana Aſſembly of the French will ſmile 


At this diſgrace of our fair Iſle : 
Meſſieurs FaytTTE the Great, and Co. 
With tears of joy will overflow, 

And order the Aſſembly of the Nation 
To ſend you ſweet congratulation. 


What haſt thou to complain of each, thou imp? 
Compar d to Kings, a grampus and a ſhrimp ! 


Lo! when from Windſor mighty Kings arrive, 
Like London mack rel, all alive! 


Terrenes of hatt ry are prepar d ſo hot 4 


By courtiers—a delicious pepper- pot; 
Which, to be ſure, the royal maw devours, 
Kings boaſting very ſtrong digeſtive pow'rs. 


A PorNTER thus, lock'd up a week, 
Half ſtarv'd, and longing for a ſteak ; 
Behold him now turn'd looſe ſo wild to eat 


Gods! how he gobbles down the broth, and meat ! 
Yes, 
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THE RIGHTS OF KINGS, 


Yes, flatt'ry- ſoups are all prepar'd ſo hot, 
As J have hinted, a fine pepper-pot: 


Side-diſhes too of curtſies, bows, and ſ: crapes, 
With ſtare and wonder in all forts of ſhapes; 
Attentions darting from the full-ſtretch'd eye, 
That not a royal glance may paſs unheeded by : 
Attentions ſharp as thoſe of Lumey, SMALL, 
At cricket ſkill'd to catch the flying ball; 
Whilſt you ſurvey (abominable thing!) 
With cold contempt the character of King 


Think by what royal bounty you are e bleſt! 
Think of the patronage to Painters all ! 
Not a poor ſhallow rill confin'd to WesT, 
But torrents chat like Niagara fall. oy 


Yes; Georcz is gen'rous—watches all your wants 


And pours his foſt'ring rains upon his plants. 
Then, meeting ſuch a friend, ye ought to cry, 
© Glory be to GEORGE on high 


Thus, when two clouds approach, a wand'ring pair, 
As oft it happens, mid their walks in air; 
Vor, III, C Though 


| 
[ 


Though one be rich; the other poot | 8 


Careful as of a chicken 5 a good hen: 


This is undutiful beyond all bearing. = 


16 ThE Rionts of KINGS. 


In rare electric matter, how they greet! 
With what delight they ſeem to meet; 
And, 280 vith all the fire of eee 2 


Gronex, O ye rag 8 loves you dearly ; 

Sends you rare pictures for 1 improvement yearly ; „ on 
Buys up your works, and much commiltion g gives 

To Hiſt ry, Portrait, Landſcape-men— | 


Thus like an Alderman each Limner lives. 


Yes; a good hen—I Tee her wing dif play'd, | = 
To warm, protect you with parental ſhade: - 
But you, a flock of vile rebellious chicken, 1 : ] 
Are all for mounting on your mother's back, = 7 
With threat ning beak and noiſy ſaucy clack, 1 
Her 0 out, tying g to be picking; 


Againft her wad wearing: 


Where'er the plaintive cry of WanT appears, 5 
Cock d like 4 nee * are e the ys two cars: N 


= by 
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Ready for ſuch poor wights to bake and brew 


A circumſtance believ'd by very few! - 


Thus, to P11LosoPHY'S ſurpriſe, 
A pin can lead the Reg of the hes! 


Lada his Majefty is in a paſſion! 
Tremble, ye rogues, and tremble all the nation! 


Suppoſe he takes it in his royal head, pgs Fir Ho 
To ſtrike your Academic Idol dead ; 
Knock down your Hovsz, diſſolve you in his ire, 


And ftrip you of your boaſted title Sayixx! 


To bend a piece of iron to your will, 


You always make that iron hot; 


For then it aſks but lictle force and an : 


Its ſturdineſs IS s quite forgot: : 


But lo! it is quite otherwiſe with man! 


Make bim red-hot, and bend him as you can: 


C 2 $0 
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So widely diff rent are the metals, 
Compoſing man, or kings indeed, and kettles } - 


Off has he left his Queen and Windſor tow'rs, 
Oft from the faſcinating Dairy flown, 
To raiſe the Arts with all his mighty pow'rs, 
And hold high converſe with the folks of Town : 


From lofty Cax TRHAOE thus, by Jovx's decree, 
On nobler works than thoſe of love, intent, 
Eunas from the widow Dipo went, 

And, full of piety, put off. to ſea! 


Vain of your academic honours, vain, 
71 ſay again, | 
Idly you deem'd yourſelves the firſt of men ; 
5 And then REES he” 
Lou fpurn'd the hand which nals d you into notice 


By all the Gods, e, ſo tis! 


Full oft; by ForTuxs, man 1s is play'd a wick 7 
Too often ruin'd by her glittering toys, 
Juſt like the canvLe's luckleſs wick 
| Surrounded by the luſtre that deſtroys. 
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Rxsisräxckt turns me, like a | napkin, pale; 


REBELLION chills me into ſtone ; 


N 4. 


© cc Tell not in Gath the tale, | 


« Nor publiſh in the ſtreets of + Aſealon,” * 


Copy the manners of a Court: 
There (thanks to Ebucariox for't) - rely 1. 


SuBM1$S50N cow'ring creeps, With, fearful eye, 


1 Unceaſing bends the willowy neck to ground, 
= Inrev'rence, "abject and profound, 


Too humbly modeſt to behold the ys : 


There, all alive 000 Haws ATTENTION ſits, | 


To ſtudy Royal Humovur's various fits; 
With wings expanded, ready to fly poſt, 


10 Eaſt, to Weſt, to North, or South, 


Now ſcampers RY FIG up each bit of news, | | 


To cater for a Monarch's mighty mouth, TS | 
To get him bak d, or grill'd, or boil'd, or roaſt: :. 


C 3 
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Then to the Palace the rich treaſure bears, 
And pours the "ae into * | royal ears. 


There Ap ULATION, with her ſilver tongue, | 
Sweeter than Philomela' s ſweeteſt ſong, 1 
Says unto Majeſty ſuch things : T : 
Tells him that CæsaR won not half bis fame ; 
That ALZXANDER was a childiſh | name, OY OY 
Compar'd to bis—the 3 72 Wen! 
Now ſmiling, ſtaring huge ſurpriſe, 
With ſuch a brace of wonder-looking eyes, 
On all the words from Majeſty that dart; 
As if bright gems, as large as eggs of pullet, ES 
Flow'd from the King's Golconda —_— 
Enough, indeed, to load a cart: 
Her mouth ſo pleas'd the treaſures to devour! © 
Wide as the nerd of a 1 . 


0 


Such is the pidture of a Palace bete, 

Drawn by an amateur, I ween: 

Thee outline chaſte, and eafy Howing ; 

The colouring not a whit too glowing. 

Such, ſuch is "ADvLATION, charming maid!” 

Whoſe conduct you wor! "t copy, I'm afraid. 9 
r | ODE I | 


+ ma. 
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0 D E 9 


Ar ade lo! the ſoul demurs! 
At ſuch the royal mind revolts; 
Hates it as much as ſticks, the cats and cur, 
Or La and whips, and ſpurs, a colts. 


14 


7. 00 i 1 1 that you the Great epic, ; 

Malgþifls, inſtead of mountains, in your eu 
- Tis wrong! 

I often ve Fence GRAVREYR } in m 1 


3 


3 Go, Sirs, to Oar upon A gala _. 
Soon as the ſoldiers cry aloud, | « Make way !” K 
Ho gloriouſly the Courtiers ſtrut it by, 
In gorgeous clothes « of ſilk and gold, Ly 

1 With ſuch an elevated front, and bold, 
With ſuch ſtate-conſequence in either eye; 


So much abgoye the ground c on which they tut, 
So ſtiff, fo ſtake· like, all t the pompous Pack, 

As though Dame Narunx had forgot to put 
The joints of manners to the neck and back. 
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O glorious ſight! this no one dares deny! 
And lo! I'd lay conſiderable odds, 

That man who ne'er divinities did ſpy, 
Would really take them for a pack of gods! 


'\ 


Grant that the Great are ignorant hat then? 
Still are they folks of worſhip—ſtill great men; 
Though flogg d through ſchools, 1120 1 from a 
college, 
Although not one inch broad their minds, I ween 
The utmoſt boundary of all their knowledge, 
The Game- act and Joan Nichols“ Magazine. 6. 
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Still men of worſhip muſt they all appear, „ 3 
Bzincs we little people ſhould revere/ 1 
Tis nat ral to revere the folk on high; ND 3 
To rev'rence, lo! our infancies are ledl © | I | 
Well do I recolle& how oft my eye Es I 
Ador'd the Kings and Queens of Gingerbready 


a — . 6 ww = — = 
* 


King David, "OF IVES, 2 that braveQueen® | i j s 
Who rode ſo far to 257 and to be ſeen: B88 


"E . Her Majeſty of Sheba, 
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Though hungry as a hound, with pence in ſtore, 
When in their glory on the ſtalls I met *em; 
Though longing to deyour them o'er and o'er, 
I deem'd it facrilege to eat em 


ODE VI. 


Tux light of Raser i is a little ray, 
But fill it ſhows us the right way: 


Indeed, the GznTLEwoMan makes no blaze, 


No bonfire tempting a fool's eye to gaze 
A modeſt dame, remote, and calm, and coy, 
And never _ gambols, to SO 


But ExRoR, what a meretricious Jade, 5 

Amidſt her trackleſs wilds immers'd i in ſhade, 
To tempt the ſilly and unwary! = 

Her meteor, lo! ſhe lights E there, | 

Up, down, ſhe dances it—now far, now near, 
In mad and riotous vagary. | 
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On the fools wander, in purſuit ſo ſtout, 

And love of this fame garith light; 
All on a ſudden goes this meteor out ; 

And caught, like badgers, in the fack of night, 
Blund'ring, and trying to get back agen, 

They roll about i in vs Por men. 


— 


Thus you Academicians all TROY 
Jou are thoſe Bapaers, Gentlemen, indeed 


There ſeems an ardent ſpirit, to my mind, 

A Revolution ſpirit, mongſt mankind : 

A ſpark will no ſet kingdoms in a hlaze, 

That would not fire a harn in former days 
So lately turn d to touchwood is each State a 
So whimſical indeed the ways of Fares! Er, 


Pray, Sirs, both old and young, ye bright and muddy, 
Did ever you make cuckoldom your ay , 
P'rhaps not, if rig ghtly I divige— , _ 

But, Gentlemen, | 8 ve made 1 it ming, £ . 


W ao a, 
* EW , 


This ſtate wa man, _ ler me add obſcenity, 
ls not a ſituation of betweenity, 
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A 43sPs ſome word-coiners are diſposd to call't— 
| Y Meaning a mawkiſh, 4s-7t-were-ifh ſtate, 
Containing neither love nor hate 

A ſort of water- gruel without ſalt. 


Y Know then, that CucxoLpom's all eye, all ear, 
All finell, all taſte, and, faith! all feeling: 
His ſenſes ſharp as thoſe of cats appear, 

To right, to left—as quick as ſoldiers wheeling, 
1 T o catch a wite's bad fame, alas! not praiſe; _ 
Thus ſetting traps to ſqueeze his future days; „ 


, 


Whois 2 one eternal tear NE: eye, 
And making lovely Lirs one lengthen' d bah; 5 
A pair of antlers his—he ſits on thorns— 
He notung ſees but horns, horns, horns! 


2X Nay, to the C ackold in idea, lo, 

4 On either hide his head a horn appears 

FTremendous! but which all his neighbours know 
Are only o one huge pair of aſß s cars. 


T hen pray diſmifs your Jeatouies and frights, | 
Our er means not to invade Jour. rights: : 


28 THE RIGHTS or KINGS, 
It never, never was a Royal plan— aro x 
« For BRuTvs is an honourable man!“ | 1 
Greater from ChaMRERS ſhould be all your fears, 
Whoſe Hovse is tumbling faſt about your ears. 


wa 
_.- 


8 
0 D E A NY 
; * 1 ; 


| | 5 Ta E King ( God grace him) 5 108 you to ſhine x ; 4 | 
He rais'd the building with your caſh and mine. | 
But what is wealth? what, thouſands? trifling g things! J 
To ſwell the mighty volume of i its fame, 5 1 
He call'd it Roya L—thus he gave the name; 
Which proveth the munificence of Kings— 
| Heav'ns, what a preſent! ah, well worth poſſeſſing! 
Lo! on a level with a Biſhop's bleſſing! 


DowiT1an (ſo ſays HisT'zy, with a ſigh) 
Would quit affairs of ſtate, to hunt a fly: © | 
But we have no ſuch trifle-hunting Kings 
Europe knows no ſuch miſerable things ! 


pra _ = _ \ — 
- — — — — — 


Her Princes gallop on a larger ſcale; 
No flippant minnow, but the flound'ring whale ! f 
„ Gon? 
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Gkox c wiſhes not to give the dome a grave; 

Not to deſtroy, he cometh—but to fave: 

Not like Dame NaTure, who compoſes forms ; 
The faireſt for the faſcinated eye; 

Then ſends her lightnings, floods, and ſtorms, 
To bid the beauteous flowrets die! 


When once a woman's nn ſmart, and cen 
In God's name let her bloom for ever 
Ah! could I ſnatch TIME's ploughſhare from his hand, 
Who, with that eaſe a farmer ſkirts his land, 
Furrows ſo cruelly o'er the faireſt face! 

Relentleſs as a Mohawk, on he goes, 

Cuts up the lily and the roſe, 
Roots up each wavy curl, and bends the neck of grace 


Ah! could I fimply do but this, 
The ſweeteſt lips would give me many a kiſs, 


By raiſing, then deſtroying like a Turk, 

It ſeems as though TIux did not like his work; 
As though he wanted ſomething better ſtill, 
Than e' er was manufactur'd at his mill. 
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And yet how exquiſite, of charms the crop 
In Meſdames * Jounson's, *KeLLY 's, ® WINDSOR's 
Or rather hot-houſe —Lord, if fond of billing, 
What grace, for guineas, we may find A 
Nay, in the ſtreets, if cheapneſs ſuits our mind, 4 5 
We purchaſe Cleopatras for a ſhilling! 9 


O BRAurr, how thou ſtealeſt me away! — FF 
Born, thou ſweet Witcn, thy PozT to beguile! = 
Thy fool, idolater, by night by dar,, 
He feels a chain in ev'ry ſmile. b 
Thou Tyrant of my heart, let go my _ | 1 
1 * Wo if oe to 885 — men, A 


Sirs! ſhould the RoyaL EaGLE, 66 his height, 
Dart on your puny forms, his eye of woah | Y 

And wanton, juſt to exerciſe his might. 1 
(Decming you no ignoble game) | 

Should pounce on your owl-backs, ſo ſtou, 

How would a cloud of feathers fly about! 

The thunder of his beak, for falling, ripe, 

What figures you would cut within his gripe! 


* The Prieſteſſes of the Cyprian Goddeſs, 


3 | Say, don't ye tremble at th' affronted name? 
Where lurks the burning bluſh of ſhame ? 
Alas l that ſymptom of remaining grace 

& Knows not to tinge an Academic face! 
Sons of the Dev'l like you, rebellious, hear— 


1 
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This can the Kino or IsLES perform know it: 
38 Yet, though of pow'r ſo full, he will not ſhow it. 
Too ſoon your band its weakneſs would deplore! . 


A crab in a cow's mouth—no more ! 


It i is for Kings to burden us to bear. 


10 100 il tand glory in the advice), 
wy Be not, Oo King, as uſual, over- nice: 
ee Dread Sire, (to take a phraſe from Caliban) 
4 Bite em“ — 


* To panes heavier vengeance on the can, 


«© Knight em.“ 


| 


ODE 
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OD. 1. 


Tur modern French deem Monarchs much like fire, 
Which a good looking - after doth require _ 
Too much inclin'd to prove an evil; 
A fire that needeth to be well ſecur'd, 
Well iron'd, pinion'd, and immur'd, f | 
Which otherwiſe would play the devil : 
Yet if on politics a bard may prate, 

I deem their Monarch's jacket rather ſtrait. 
Maspauzs PoissarDes, 'twas ſhockingly ill-bred, 
To fling your flounders at your Monarcn's head. 
Though, Vznus-like, deſcended from the flood, 

?Twas baſe, ye ſweet DiviniTies of Mud. 
To this great truth, a UNIVERSE agrees, 
c He who lies down with dogs, will riſe with fleas.” 


How applicable! lo, you took advice, 
I'm ſure, from that Axch-DEvIL, Doctor Prox, 
And Srax HO R— who ſo praiſe the French and clap, 


For catching Kings, like polecats, in a trap. 


THE RIGHTS OF KINGS. JT 


Oh, may I never he- but were J King, 

Like ropes ſhould I conſider laws; 

22 Preventing, when I wiſh'd it, a good ſpring— 
Hand- cuffs to bind my lion claws. 


A ſet of articles implies miſtruſt - 
3 How can the Loxp's AxonnTED be unjuſt ? 
E | We never ſhould believe ſuch things 
As doubt the wiſdom of the Kine or Kix os: 
K What the Loxp chooſes muſt be good, 
Although he ſend us but a piece of wood. 
Ev'n * CHgsTERFIELD, that atheiſtic dog, 
Declares he has a rev'rence for Kino Loc. 
* When will that lucky day be born, that brings 
« A bridle for the arrogance of Kings? 
« Too ſlowly moves, alas! the loit'ring hour, 
« When will thoſe tyrants ceaſe to fancy Man 
« A Dog in Provibexer's lev'ling plan, 
&« To crouch and lick the blood-ſtain'd rods of 
 Pow's ?“ | | 
Such is your moſt unkingly cry; 
And lo, I tell it with a ſigh! 


* «I confeſs I have ſome regard for King Los.” Vide his 
Letters, | 5 


A Rank 
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Rank is in man the itch of oppoſition, . 5 
Which wanteth a good whip for a phyſician. 4 $ 
You keep bad company that turns your head | 1 

So hungrily you ev'ry thing devour, . | | 
That tends to clip the wings of royal pow'r, |  Þ 
Which like the eagle's pinion ought to ſpread; = 

So greedily ſuck in REBELLION's breath, =. 
That wafts the ſeeds of Impupencs and Darn. 


” aw 


Thus, hound-like, at a Loxd-Mayor's feaſt, 1 | = - 
A Common-CounCcILMAN, a beaſt, | 
On ev'ry ſeaſon'd diſh ſo hungry ſtufts— _ 
Unbuttons, wipes the ſweat away, and puffs. 
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Poor fool! he ſwallows rheumatiſm and gout, 
Aſthma and apoplexy—and more ills _ 

1 Than Doctors, with their knowledges fo ſtout, 

| [| Can vanquiſh with their boluses and pills! 

|| | 11 8 
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But, Sirs, you muſt be cautious how you act; 
Alttorncy-General is no reaſoning thing! 
Iis an indubitable fact, 
This fellow is the creature of a King; | I 

His eagle—thunder-bearer—loud his cry— __ A 

And © Inſtant vengeance” is his ſole reply. = 
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'Tis dangerous to ſhake hands with ſuch hard claws, 
His gripe enough to make the braveſt pauſe ! 


Then be not at your midnight orgies ſeen, 
Buseing opinions upon King and Queen. 
Ah! ſhould he fally forth fo ſtrong, = 
Amidſt your wantonneſs of ſpeech and ſong ; 
Z Unlin'd by mercy, you will feel his gr ipe, 

3 Stopping the melody of many a pipe. 
Thus at the ſolemn, till, and ſunleſs hour, 

| When to their ſports the inſect nations pour: 


In airy tumult bleft, the light-wing'd throng, 


Thoughtleſs of enemies in ambuſcade, 


Z Hums to NIC Hx's liſt ning ear the choral ſong, 


And wantons through the boundleſs field of ſhade; 


When, lo! the mouſe-fac'd Dzmon of the gloom, | 
Eſpying, hungry meditates their doom! 


| Bounce, from his hole ſo ſecret, burſts the BAx, 


| To honour, mercy, moderation, loſt! 
Behold him fally on the humming hoſt, 


And murd'rous overturn the tribes of GN AT; 
Nimbly from right to left, like Tiepoo, wheel, 
And ſnap ten thouſand pris ners at a meal ! 


D 2 ODE 
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TD ET 


How pleaſant tis the Courtier clan to ſee ! 
So prompt to drop to Majeſty the knee; 

To ſtart, to run, to leap, to fly; 

And gambol in the Royal eye! 

And, if expectant of ſome high employ, 
How kicks the heart againſt the ribs, for joy! 


How rich the incenſe to the Royal noſe! ! 

Ho liquidly the oil of FLaTT'xy flows! 

But ſhould the Monarch turn from ſweet to or. 
Which cometh oft to paſs in half an hour, 


How alter'd inſtantly the Courtier clan ! "= 


How faint ! how pale! how woe- + begone, and wan 1 


Thus Cory DON, betroth'd to DELITIA's charms, A 


In fancy holds her ever in his arms: 

In mad' ning fancy, cheeks, eyes, lips devours; ; 
Plays with the ringlets that all flaxen flow 
In rich luxuriance o'er a breaſt of ſnow, 

And on that breaſt the ſoul of rapture pours, 
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N1carT too entrances—SLUMBER brings the dream 
Gives to his lips his Ipor's ſweeteſt kiſs; 

Bids the wild heart, high panting, ſwell its ſtream, 
And deluge every nerve with bliſs : | 

But if his Nye unfortunately frowns, 

Sad, chapfall'n, lo! he hangs himſelf, or drowns ! 


Oh, try with bliſs his moments to beguile: 

Strive not to make your Sov'reign frown— but ſmile : 
Sublime are Royal nods—moſt precious things l 
Then, to be whiftled to by Kings! 


| 3 
To have him lean familiar on one's ſhoulder, 


Becoming thus the royal arm- upholder, 

A heart of very ſtone muſt glad 
Oh! would ſome King ſo far himſelf demean, 
As on my ſhoulder but for once to lean, 

Th' exceſs of Joy would nearly make me mad ! 
How on the honour'd garment I ſhould dote, 
And think a glory blaz'd around the coat! 


Bleſt, I ſhould make this coat my coat of arms, 
In fancy glitt'ring with a thouſand charms ; 
| D 3 And 


38 THE RIGHTS or KINGS, 


And ſhow my children's children o'er and o' er: 
« Here, Babies,” I ſhould ſay, © with awe behold 
« This coat worth fifty times its weight in gold: 
«© This very, very coat, your DN wore ! 


Here, pointing to the ſhoulder, I ſhould fay, 
&« Here Majeſty's own hand fo ſacred lay :” q 
Then p'rhaps repeat ſome ſpeech the King might E 
utter; 
As Peter, how go ſheep a . ? what ? what? 
© What's cheapeſt meat to make a bullock fat? 
_ «He? he? what, what's the price of country butter?“ 


Then ſhould I, ſtrutting, give myſelf an air, 
And deem my houſe adorn'd with immortality : 

Thus ſhould I make the children, calf-like, ſtare, 
And fancy grandfather a man of quality : 

And yet, not ſtopping here, with cheerful note, 

The Muſe ſhould ſing an ode upon the coat. 


Poor loſt Amzrica, high honours miſſing, 

Knows nought of ſmile and nod, and ſweet hand-kiſſing; 

| Knows nouglit of golden promiſes of Kings; 
Knows nought of rags and ſtars, and ſtrings: 


In 
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3 ſolitude the lovely REBEL fighs! 
But vainly drops the penitential tear— 
Deaf as the adder to the Woman's: cries, 
We ſuffer not her wail to wound ou ear: 
Por food, we bid her hopeleſs children prowl, 
And with the ſavage of the deſert howl. 


O D E XI. 


x. M AN may be happy, if he will:” 

I've faid it often, and I think fo ſtill: 
Doctrine to make the MILLION ſtare |! 

Know then, each MoRTAL 1s an actual Jove ; 

Can brew what weather he ſhall moſt approve, 
Or wind, or calm, or foul, or fair. 


But here's the miſchief—Man's an aſs, I ſay; 

Too fond of thunder, lightning, ſtorm, and rain; 
He hides the charming, cheerful ray - 
That ſpreads a ſmile o'er hill and plain! 
Dark, he mu court the ſcull, and ſpade, and ſhroud— 


tn, his ſoul muſt be a CLovop ! 
D 4 Who 
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Who told him that he muſt be curs'd on earth ?— 
The Gor of Nature ?—No fuch thing! 

Heav'n whiſper'd him, the moment of his birth, = 
* Don't cry, my lad, but dance and ſing; L | 


e Dont be too wiſe, and be an ape: | 
In colours let thy ſoul be dreſs'd, not crape. | 
| | | 1 


« Rosxs ſhall ſmooth Lire's journey, and adorn; A 
«© Yet, mind me—if, through want of grace, 
“ Thou mean'ſt to fling the bleſſing in my face, 

© Thou haſt full leave to tread upon a thorn.” ; 


| Yet ſome there are, of men I think the worſt, 
Poor imps ! unhappy, if they can't be curs'd— 
For ever brooding over Mis'Rv's eggs, 
As though Life's pleafure were a deadly ſin; 
Mouſing for ever for a gin 
To catch their happineſſes by the legs. 


Ev'n at 4 dinner, ſome will be unbleſs'd, 
However good the viands, and well dreſs'd: 
They always come to table with a ſcow], 


Squint with a face of verjuice o'er each diſh, 
Fault the poor fleſh, and quarrel with the fiſh, 
Curſe cook and wife, and, loathing, eat and growl, 


THE RIGHTS: OF KINGS, 4-1 


A cart-load, lo, their ſtomachs ſteal, 
Yet ſwear they cannot make a meal. 
I like not the blue-devil-hunting crew ! 
I hate to drop the diſcontented jaw ! 
O let me Nature's ſimple ſmile purſue, 


And pick ev'n pleafure from a ſtraw ! 


_”_ „ hn did. hte — 


O D E XII. 


Tꝑ EAT Sov*REIGNS, Sirs, with more reſpect, I beg: 
To Thrones, with due decorum, make a leg; 

Ev'n thoſe are ſacred, though but empty chairs: 
There lurks in Thrones a ſomething, though but wood, 
That thrills with awe the vulgar maſs of blood, 

And fills the mouth and eye with gapes and ſtares: 


Wiſhing by no means to affront, 
I wonder what's the meaning on't! 


Lovis QUATORZE was quite the Frenchman's Goo; 
Who made all nations tremble at his nod; 


Married 
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Married Scarron's old widow, dry and frouſy; 
Got deep in debt, the conſtable out- ran; 
And, to cotnplete the farce, this Gop-LiIxx Man 
Died —iany !? 5 


The Crown, ſo powerful, made him every thing ! 
There's ſomewhat marv'lous in it, I muſt own! 
For folly is not folly on a Throne; 

For whiting's eyes are di'monds in a King! 


I dare not ſay that no exception ſprings 
Againſt this mighty magic pow'r of Kings: 
Not all a Monarcn's ſmiles, and pow'r of PLACE, 
Can wipe vulgarity from BRUDENELL's face; 
Nor, though a whole eternity they try, 
Blot art, infernal art, from H—xsB—r's eye; 
Blot beaſt from S-LI$3—r, who no legend needs, 
Pertneſs from Diek, and vacancy from LxEos. 


* He actually had the Morbus Pediculeſus. 
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Lo! Majeſty admireth yon fair Dou; 
And deemeth that he is admit'd again! 
The King is wedded to it— tis his home; 
He watches it, and loves it, Cen to pain: 
And yet this lofty Dome is heard to ſay, 
| © Poh! poh! p-x take your love away! away 1” 


To this, with energy 1 anſwer—* Shame !” | 
Such bad behaviour puts me in a flame : 

This is unſeemly, nay, ungrateful carriage, 

And brings to mind a little Ode to MARRILIACE. 


ODE TO HYMEN; 
O R, 


TRT CDT EG 


GOD of ten million charming things, 3 | | 
Of whom our Mil rox fo divinely ſings, . 
Once doye-tail'd to a devil of a wife 


The Royal Academy. 


as THE RIGHTS OF KINGS. 


HyMEN, how comes it that I am ſo ſlighted? . 
Why with thy myſt'ries am I not delighted, . 

. 7 . 5 2 
Which I have try'd to peep on half my life ? i 
God of the down-clad chains, diſpel the miſtj - 
Oh, put me ſpeedily upon thy liſt! I 
A civil liſt, like that of Kings, I'm told, x ; 

3 . . . ' A | 

Bringing in ſwelling bags of glorious gold! FF 

What have I done to loſe thy good opinion? 9 
5 | BK 


Againſt thee was I ever known to rail; 
And fay, (abuling thus thy ſweet dominion) 
“ Curſe me! if this boy's trap ſhall catch my tail?” 
No! no! I praiſe thy knot with bellowing breath, 
Which, like Jack Ketcn's, ſeldom lips till death. 


Lo! *midſt the hollow-ſounding vault of Night, 
Deep coughing by the taper's lonely light, 
The hopeleſs Hzcr1c rolls his eye-balls, ſighing ; 


« Sleep on,” he cries, and drops the tend'reſt tear; 
Then kiſſes his wife's cherub cheek ſo dear: 
& Bleſt be thy ſlumbers, Love! though I am dying: 
« Ah! whilſt 2B ſleepeſt with the ſweeteſt breath, 
« I pump, for life, the putrid well of death 

« I feel 


„Dread ſound ! too ſolemn for the ſoul to bear, 


= « 7 feel of Farz's hard hand th' oppreſſive pow'r ; 
e count the iron tongue of ev'ry hour, 

That ſeems in Fancy's ſtartled ear to ſay— 

4 Soon muſt thou wander from thy wife away.” 


„ And ſullen—ling'ring, as if loth to part, 
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« Murm'ring deep melancholy on my ear: 


« And eaſe the terrors of my fainting heart. 
« Yet, though 1 pant for life, ſleep thou, my dove, 
« For well thy conſtancy deſerves my love.” 


And, lo! all young and beauteous, by his ſide, 
His ſoft, freſh-blooming, incenſe-breathing BRIDE, 
| Whoſe cheek the dream of rapt'rous kiſſes warms, 
Anticipates her Srousk's wiſh ſo good ; 
Feels Love's wild ardours tingling through her blood, 
And pants amidſt a ſecond huſband's arms; 
Now opes her eyes, and, turning round her head, . 
* Wonders the filthy fellow is not dead!“ 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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OD BE XI. 


Ye quarrell'd with Sits Jos gu ſome time ſince; 


Of Painters, eaſily allow'd the Prince 

The Emp'ror, let me ſay, without a flattery : 
Yet wantonly againſt this Emp'ror, Io! 
An overflowing tub of bile to ſhow, 3 

Ye fooliſh planted an infernal battery. 


The mind of man is vaſtly like a hive ; 
His thoughts fo buſy ever—all alive: 

But here the ſmile will go no further; 
For bees are making honey, one and all; 
Man's thoughts are buſy in producing gall, 2 

Committing, as it were, ſelf-murther, 


But let the ſpirit that ſurrounds my frame 
Sit eaſy on it, juſt like an old ſhoe— 

When DisapeornTMENT ſets my houſe in flame, 
Let Reason all ſhe can to quench it do: 


| Rzason has engines plentiful and ſtout, 


With water at command to put it out. 


I hate to hear men quarrelling through life, 
Themſelves the fabricators of the ſtrife; 


For 


— | 


I 
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For ever hunting, with a hound-hke noſe, 
That hornet's neſt, the tribe of woes: 
And when the woes invited greet em, 
They wonder how the dev'l they meet em. 
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ODE XV. 


& An! could ye wiſh your *Przs1DenT to change! 


Ah! could ye, Pacans, after falſe Gods range? 
Swop ſolid REyNoLDs for that ſhadow Wes ? 


In love-affairs variety's no ſin— | 
Trav'lers may change at any time their inn— 


Here tis Paint-blaſphemy, I do proteſt. 


In Love's warm regions I ſhould like, I own, 
Midſt diff rent chmes to fix my throne ; 


* The AuTHoR has ſome reaſon to imagine that a part of the 


Academic Rebellion was meant to attack the Pxzs1DenmT ; the 


diſappearance of whoſe works, in the preſent ExuIBITIOox, has 
been fatal. One Picture from Six JosHua's hand would have 
atoned for a hoſt of Daubs. | | | 


3 | David's 
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David's Phyſicians order'd change of * Dame— 
And, 1o! t'improve our cows, we bid em paſs 

Into variety of graſs— | 1 

With bulls, J gueſs, th' advantage is the fone. 


And as I Mons1evs Cupipox employ, = Ez 
To manufacture pieces of my joy, - = 
I would not mad run counter to the faſhion: _ 
A little SyLvia, with the ſweeteſt ſmile, 5 
Poſſeſſes power ſome moments to beguile, 9 | $1 
And in Elyſtum lap the prettieſt paſſion, 3 


l But not ronjours perdrix—the vulgar thing 
| Then Pr As uE ſoon would ſpread her wanton wing: 
| No! no! VaRIE Tx the game mult ſtart— W 7 
Come oft, and make her curt'ſy to my heart; 
And, like the Orange Girls, my taſte to ſuit, 
Cry, © Choice of fruit—fine fruit, Sir—choice of fruit.” 
Dull ConsTancy is quite a Quaker's hat, l 
So formal !—changeleſs in its great broad brim: 
VaRIETV's a fine young playful Car— 2 * 
A hopeful i imp of ſpirit, ſport, and whim ; 
Who, when all other objects fail, 
Runs after its own tail. f 185 
V 


* Abiſhag, the fair Shunamite. 
— ODI 
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4 neee NG 


D EAD is idolatry, and faint the praiſe 
| M1 hat Sceptred People meet with now-a-days ! 
All unmoleſted, lo! the VirTues ſleep! 

Their roof with fair applauſe but rarely rings; 


Sweet PanzGyRIC moves with ſnail-like creep, 
But DRrAMAriox on the lightning's wings! 


XZ Too pleas'd to pluck the ſoaring plume of Pow's, 
Ye bleſs an Oppoſition-hour ; 
* | Too fond, alas! of roaſting harmleſs Kings; 
4 Too well I know what freedoms ye would take— 


Beat the dear creatures juſt like bears at ſtake; 


Juſt like a poor tame GuLL's, would clip his wings 


Poor bird! whom Farz oft cruelly aſſails; 
Forc'd from his bold aerial height, 


Sweeping the ſun amidſt his flight, 
To hop a garden, and hunt ſnails ! 


Such is the fate of Louis SkIZE, 
Whom Pity, with a ſigh, ſurveys ; | 
I.. * Whom 
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Whom FRENCHMEN daringly have laid a curb on; 
Who now no more full royally indites ; | 7 
No more © Sic volo” to his kingdom writes, 1 

But, *I'm your humble ſervant, Louis Bou BON.“ 


A 
Lettres-de-cachet, now no longer known, 3 
Shall lull no more an EMuPIRE's idle groan: , 

_ Baſtilles, thoſe ſchools of peace and ſweet morality, 
Inftrutt no more the mob, and men of quality : i 


er 


Baſtilles, the haunt of philoſophic gloom, | 
Surround the IMmes of Liberty no more: | 1 
In duſt each iron and coloſſal door, | 

Which clos'd i in thunder on a Rebel's room 


That pealing, with reverberated ſound, 

Rung though the caverns of the dread PaorounD; 
Where Mzbrrariox ponder'd, penſive maid! _ 
And Hon kon, death- like, paus'd upon the ſhade. 


O let us cheriſh, then, the RoyaAL Racx, 

The fount of honour, freedom, penſion, place 

On me would Kincs their treaſure fling AWAY, 
Moſt humbly grateful "Pw [ fay, 


ont Thus Z | 
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te Thus LyBTIA“s Foreſts a kind ſhade fupply, 
« And for the meaneft Savage form a den; 
rc And thus the Mountains that invade the ſky, 
« Kind, in their ſhaggy boſoms warm the Wren.” 


nk 
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Amid the Keep ning gloom of Time 
Your puny names ſhall ſcarce appear ; 
While thoſe of Kings, in characters ſublime, 
Shall, blazing, bid a world revere: 
Their peerleſs acts, with ev "ry virtuous quality, 
Shall grace the PYRAMID of IMMORTALITY. 


There ſhall their glorions names be ſeen ſo bright, 
As on a Birth or Coronation night, 
Amidſt the evening's honour'd ſhade, 
Faſt by the grocer's, or the chandler's ſhop, 
Or lace, or pinman, or the man of mop, 
By loyal thumb-bottles difplay'd ! 
That, burning with a rival glow, 
Beam on the gaping multitude below. 
ker 1 Know, 
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| | Know, when we ſlumber, not ſo ſleeps the King; 
| He watches !—yes, he ponders through the night! 
| | To buried GEN Tus lends a fancied wing, 
| And lifts him from his darkneſs into light: 
1 Thus, nightly on the * Mevacrzzy ſhore, 
When Horror breathes upon the heaving Dey, 
Amid the wild and ſolemn roar, . 
Theſe eyes have ſeen the crafty Heron creep, 2 
Now dart his beak ſo ſharp for fiſh's blood, Bn. 
And ſnatch a wriggling Conger from the flood! 3 . 
| Here differeth this compariſon of ours: : 
| | | The Kine prgſervetbh but the FowL deyours. = 
| * A Fiſhing-town, in Cornwall. 
T0 e 
N 
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ODE 
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ODE XVII. 


Go, Sirs, with halters round your wretched necks, 


Which ſome contrition for your crime beſpeaks, 


And much-offended Majeſty implore : 


Say, piteous, kneeling in the Royal view— 

« Have pity on a fad abandon'd crew, 
And we, great King, will ſin no more; 

« Forgive, dread Sir, the crying ſin, 

« And Miſter Laurence ſhall come in.“ 


Your hemp cravats, your pray'r, your Tyburn mien, 


May pardon' gain from our good King and Queen, 
For they are not inexorable people; 
Although you thus have run their patience hard; 
And though you are, to ſuch great folk compar'd, 
Candle-extinguiſhers to ſome high ſteeple. 


For Kings (I ſpeak it to their vaſt applauſe) 
Can pardon, if you let them gain their cauſe 
So gracious, they will give you ſuch kind looks, 
As fell upon the ſhav'd and humbled Cooks; 
Kind as a gard'ner's charitable eye 
On ſome'cruſh'd ſnail, or bird-lim'd fly; 
BZ Kind 


- 
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. 
©, 


I - THE RIGHTS OF KINGS, 


Kind as the epicure's, who, fond of mites, 
Mingleth compaſſion with his bites. 


How vile to make the front of Monarchs low'r! 


I ſee him, all like vinegar fo four, 


Look black !—but, fill good-humour's in his ſoul ; 
And now I mark it, ſtealing forth ſo ſweet— 
Stream of forgiveneſs—what a treat! 

I ſee his eye, with love rekindling, roll. 


Thus, when the DzMon of the ſtorm has driv'n 


The Sux, that Vourn of ſplendor, from his heav'n, 


Drown'd ev'ry vale, and blaſted ev'ry bloom; 
Caſt o'er poor NaTuse's ſmile a ſable ſhroud, 
Each beauty blotted with his inkieſt cloud, 

And giv'n a cheerful world to gloom ; - 


Lo! through the giant ſhade, a lonely Ray | 
Peeps from the op'ning Weſt with timid air, 
(Till forc'd by ſhouldering clouds away), 


_ Informing man, To-morrow will be fair,” 


Oh, had you rev'renc'd a great K—g's commands, 
What trouble he had taken off your hands ! 


For 


PA 
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For Ax r you had not rang'd the realm around 
His keener eye the precious gem had found 


Then, what an honour to have ſeen appointed, 


Your very NiGHTMAN, by the Loxp's ANON TED! 


o DE XIX. 
A LITTLE more, and I have done 
The Muſe's tittle · tattle muſt go on. 


The world is very fond of calling F ool:“ 
It looks with rapture on a ſimple head, Fo 
Of puerilities the rich hot-bed, 


So pleaſing to the taſte of RipzcvLE z- 


Rare crops! that, thick'ning into life, 
Start, like aſparagus, to tempt the knife. 


— 


And, ſhould the head belong to ſome great Dukx, 
Haws-SATIRE eyes it with the keeneft look : 
Still, ſhould the OwxER hap to be a Kine, 
Sharp for her quarry, how ſhe prunes her wing! 
| E 4 Such 
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Such is the proneneſs to aſſail great folk, 
And make high-birth and ſtate a ſtanding joke. 


Oh, for an ointment to deſtroy the ſcab 
Call'd Envy, which, alas! too many know! 
The heart ſhould be a medlar, not a crab; 3 
Milk, and not verjuice, from its fount ſhould flow : A | 
But Gzzarwss, ſun-like, from the muddy ſtream, 1 
Draws the foul vapour that obſcures its beam 


Indeed, the Pxorlx are a lawleſs crew; "= 
Why ſtrive I then, Quixotic, to reform ? 4 

As ſoon a feather may the waves ſubdue, 1 
And ſpiders bind the pinions of the ſtorm. = \ 


Yet, 'tis not ſtrange, that Kings ſhould loſe repute, 
Conſid'ring man's ſo nat'rally a brute. oe] = ' 
Ev'n SanTs themſelves have loſt their reputation: | 
Rome formerly had thirty thouſand gods ; 


”P Aa 


And now, I warrant ye, *tis odds, 
They own ſcarce one through all the Romiſh nation. 


Alas! who now believes in ſticks and ſtones, 
Old rags, and hair, and nails, and marrow-bones ? 


SAINT 
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3 SainT AcNEs, that ſweet lady, void of fin, 


X And, for religion, carried to the ſtews; 


When, as the lady was ſo bare, 


XX Gop gave her ſuch a quantity of hair, 
As reach'd unto her very ſhoes. 


When to the bawdy-houſe arriv'd the Dams, 
An angel from above commiſſion'd came, 
And ſpread around her ſuch a heav'nly light, 
As dazzled every body's fight, 
However, a young Orriokx, “ a buck, 

| Wiſhing prodigiouſly to have a /ook, 
| Daſh'd forth, to pierce the middle of the light, 
| Meaning to violate the Dams ſo good; 

Which meaning, when the Devi. underſtood, 

He choak'd the wanton Rod uk out-right, 


Such is the tale! true every crumb; 
Now, no more heeded than Tou Taxums. 


 _ » The ſon of a Præfect. 


ODE 


| 
| 
| 
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Dan as a di' mond to the beſt of Queens; 


TO MISTER ATT. 


Dear as to cormorants, of fiſh a ſhoal; 
* 
Dear to a German hog, as beds of beans; 
Dear as a ſixpence ſav d, to Mis'Rv's ſoul: 


Dear as Rerorm to Miſter PitT of yore, 

When he and RicumonD made a bullock-roar, 
Bellowing themſelves into the prettieſt places; 
Dear as ſham-fights to that ſame *Sqvire or CoaLs, 
Or to his eyes a * ſoldier's coat in holes, 

Rent by the ſheers of TMs in fifty places: 


Dear as the Doctor's bill to this good nation, 
Which Parliament, with tears of joy, ſurvey'd; 

Which brought about a much-defir'd falvation, 
For which the Doctors have been pobriy paid: 


A poor valid, under his Gract's patronage, who (like 


the felons hung in chains on Hounſlow, Bagſhot, Blackheath, : 
and elſewhere) wears his coat until it drops from his back, 


* 


Dear 
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Dear as the *Royar, Mzssact to the Nation, 
br wich more money humbly is implor'd— 

A cc More money for the CaiLpDREN's education 
| « Hard times! more money for the CniLDREN's 


= board:” 


Dear as to valiant GLo'srer ſword and gun; 

4 Dear as a dock-leaf to a hungry aſs; 

Dear to the fam'd GzorRGE SELWYN, as a pun 3 
Dear as to legs of mutton, caper ſauce; 


Dear as the voice of flattꝰ ry to the Proud; 

Dear as to hackney-coachmen ſigns of rain, 
Who count their ſhillings 1n a coming cloud, 

And, pious, pray for Noah's flood again; 


So dear to Monarchs is that idol Po]. I 
So dear is prompt obedience to a King! 
Far, of reſiſtance be the trying hour! 
God bleſs us! what a melancholy thing! bY 


* What a niggardly ſet of Repreſentatives we ſend to Parlia- 
ment! To ſuffer his Majeſty ſo freqzently to be begging for a 
litth money, is ſhameful in the extreme. In God's name, let 
him have the TxxAs&vukyY at once. Had he been worth ten or 
eleven millions, an economy would have been pardonable. 


* 85 Yet 
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Vet oppobition-fraught to Royal wiſhes, 


Quite counter to a gracious King's commands, 
Behold! th' AcaDEMICIans, thoſe ſtrange fiſhes, 
For WHXEATL xy lifted their unhallow'd hands. 


So then, thoſe fellows have not learnt to crawl, 


To play the ſpaniel, lick the foot, and fawn— 
Oh, be their bones by tigers broken all! 
Pleas'd, by wild horſes could I ſee chemi FUN 


O Pirz! LN thee I'm forry, very — | 
Not make a poor ASSOCIATE !—ſuch a thing ! 4 

Who try'd to tarniſh thus the Royal Glory? ? 8 
What rebel balloted againſt his King? 


Then, Sir, he is ſo bountiful a man! on OA 
A cataract of charity, I'll ſay 

Inform me any hody, if you can, 
Unmark'd' W os. a _— ! 


Where'er he alk ah er has wild « career, 8 
T Tome Cuz.T'nam, WeymouTn, Exon, PLy- 
-MOUTH;-l0! 1 | 
With Joy his ſtaring ſubjects all, ſo dear, 
See from each ſep a ſtream of elo flow. _ 


. The Ry a of Mr. Linen, 


3 Thus, 
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Thus, when that pretty animal an xv: 

= At night, on pavement gallops like the wind; 
WF ice kindling at his heels, behold him paſs! 

XZ How bright the ſparkles that hop out behind! 


9 Nurs'd on the dunghill of the ſmiles of Kings, 
: What muſhrooms daily, to ſurpriſe us, ſtart! 
so nimbly the fair vegetable ſprings ! 

Such warmth prolific, can a ſmile impart ! 


such is of Royalty the envied pow'r! 

Then periſh; ev'ry Academic Plant 

| Oh, may they feel nor ſun, nor foſt'ring ſhow'r! _ 
Blow round them, O ye cold, cold winds of Want! 


T What Nabob ſtructures riſe, with wings outſpread, 
Whoſe owners* necks well merit to be lopp'd ! 


wich what ſublimity they lift the head, 


By DzaTH, and Rurn s ATLas-ſhoulders propp a1 


But fuch thy Maſter's purity of ſoul, 
- His eyes upon the ſword of Juſtice feaſt: | 
e Curſe on the Pearl (he cries) by Raexs ſtole; 
© Curſe.on the di'monds of the bleeding Eaſt! 


« Curſe 


At curbs and whips behold us affes ſtart, | 
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ce Curſe on the vittains that whole realms deſpoil! | 

| « Curſe on the cruel hand (we hear him cry) 

ec That ſteals the fruit of Lanova's honeſt toil, 
« And draws the tear of blood from Pix v's eye!“ 


O PiTTz! what puniſhment ſhall we contrive, 
To ſuit this ſaucy, ſelf- important crew ? 
How ſhall we ſmoke this academic hive, 
That ſtinging makes us look ſo very blue? 


Oh, bid our Monarch draw his purſe- ſtrings tight; 
Contract his open heart, of giant ſtature; 
Uſe ev'ry1ſpecies of little ſpite, | 
And violate for once his noble nature. 


Oh, bid our Sov'reign take it not to heart; 
For downright brutes are Baryons, nine in ten: 


And inſolently claim the Rrerurs or Mu! 


And yet, I moderation wiſh to Kings 
Yes, yes, they ſhould be merciful, though ſtrong: 
As SczprTREs have been found in France with wings, 
One would not loſe an EMrikk for's Song. 


Jopss TO MISTER PAINE, 


AUTHOR OF 


* RIGHTS OF MAN; 1x 


ON THE INTENDED CELERRATION OF 


THE DOWNFALL OF THE FRENCH EMPIRE, 
BY F: 


SET OF BRITISH DEMOCRATES, 
on Yar Sebi un JULY, 


nn — — 


Aude aliquid brevibus Gyaris, wel carcere digrum, 
Si vis eſe aliguis. JuvsxALs 


# 


Say, doſt thou figh for reputation? 
Do ſomething to deſerve damnations 
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o DES TO MISTER PAINE, 
AUTHOR Oo 
„ RIGHTS OF MAN.” 


o D l. 


O paint! thy vait endeavour I admire! 
| How brave the hope to ſet a realm on fire! 
AmBiT1ON, ſmiling, prais'd thy giant wiſh: 
Compar'd to hee, the Man, to gain a name, 
Who to Diana's temple put the flame, | 

A ſimple Minnow to the Kine or Frsn. 


Say, didft thou fear that Britain was too bleſt, 

of peace thou moſt delicious peſt? 
Ho ſhameful that this pin's-head of an IsIx, 
While half the GLonz's in grief, ſhould wear a ſmile ! 
How dares the WRAEN amidſt his hedges fing, 
While Eagles droop the beak, and flag the wing ? 


Vol. III. 5 F Oh, 
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Oh, muſt the ſcythe of DesoLaT1ON ſleep, 
So keen for carnage, ſtay its mighty ſweep, 
And Havock on his hunter drop his laſh ; 


Spurr'd, arm'd, and ripe to ſtorm with groans the ſky, i 


To chaſe an empire, and enjoy the cry, 
The cry of millions—what a elorious-craſh! . 


| What pity thy combuſtibles were bad! Y 
How DzArn had grinn'd delight, and Herr been glad, 


To ſee our liberties o'erturning ; 
And War, whoſe expectation tiptoe ſtood, 
Ready for hills of ſain, and ſeas of blood, 
Who drops his death's-head flag, and puts on 
mourning | 


Why, cur-like, didſt thou ſneak away, nay, fly? 


Dread'ſt thou of anger'd JusTics the ſharp eye? 
Return, and bring MESsDAMES PorssarDEs along: 


And lo, with FxENDSHH“s ſqueeze and fire to meet em, 


And oaths of ev'ry hue to greet 'em, 
The ſiſterhood of Maca ſhall: throngs.' 0 


T he «Fail may open all der dreary ay 


Where HorRo brooding on damnation dwells, 


And 
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And vomit forth their griſly bands; 
Z Surrounded by this ſqualid hoſt, 
= Pang ſhall their leader be, and boaſt ; 
| | : Paine, Goon, and REBELLION, ſhall ſhake hands. 


XX 1myorTANCE, in a nut-ſhell hide thy head! 


I deem'd myſelf a dare-devil in rhyme, 
| To whiſper to a Kine of modern time, 
And try to ſtrike a royal foible dead; 
While dauntleſs thou, of treaſon mak'ſt no bones, 
But ſtrik'ſt at Kings themſelves upon their thrones ! 


o D E II. 


: HxLI. hears our pray'r !—all is not loſt— 
== Behold a choſen few, a hoſt, 

Stand forth the CHamerons of the glorious cauſe ! 
The jails are opening !—hark ! the iron doors 
Chains clank the brazen throat of TUMuLT foars ; 

And lo, the deſtin'd Vic r ius of the Laws! _ 
| Diſgorg'd, they pour in dark'ning tribes along, 
= And mingle with our DEMORATIe TroNG | 
8 F 2 BevLan 
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BroLau unlocks her melancholy cells! 
Forth ruſh the Man1acs grim, with joyful yells; : 

They tear their blankets, clap their frenzied hands; | I 
They grind their teeth; they dance, they foam, they ſtare; 
They rend with burſts of laughter wild the air; 3 
And join, they know not why, our thick'ning bands! 


Thou Sun, withdraw thy hated day; | 
To Athiop DaRKNEss yield thy reign ; ; 

And hide in clouds, O Moon, thy ray, 
Nor peep upon our ſpectre ſcene 

Though faint thy ſolitary light, 

We feel thy feeble beam too bright. 


| Ah! Prack, thy triumph now is o'er ! 
FE. hy cheek ſo cheerful ſmiles no more; 
| Thine eye with diſappointment glooms ! 
| Our Muſic ſhall be NaTuze's cry; 3 
| Our ears ſhall feaſt on Prty's gh 
| Lo, haggard Dua TH Prepares his tomby! 


| | Hot wich the faſcinating grape, we reel; 
The full proud ſpirit of Rebellion feel! 
Son of Sedition, daring Pans, . 
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f While ſpeech endues thy treaſon tongue, 
Bid the roof ring with damned ſong, 
. | 9 Ex rf Exzpus ſhall echo back the ſtrain. 
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: Cone, good. Ser all—Confulion' 's the roaſt, 

And ſucceſs to our excellent cauſe ; 

As we've nothing to Joſe, lo, nought can be loſt; 
805 perdition to Monarchs and Laws! 


Francs ſhows us the way—an example how great! 
Then, like France, let us ftir up a-riot; : 
May our names be preſerv'd by ſome damnable feat, 

For what but a wretch would lie quiet? 


[ As we all are poor rogues, tis moſt certainly right, 
At the doors of the rich ones to thunder ; 
Like the thieves who ſet fire to a dwelling by night, 


And come in for a ſhare of the plunder. 
F 3 Who» 
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Whoever for miſchief invents the beſt plan, 
Beft murders, ſets fire, and knocks down, 3 

The thanks of our CL us ſhall be giv'n to that Max, BW 
And hemlock ſhall form him a crown, 5 


Our Empire has tow'r'd with a luſtre too long; 
Then blot out this wonderful Sun ; 

Let us arm then at once, and in confidence ſtrong 
Complete what dark Gon box begun. 


But grant a defeat we are hang'd, and that's all; 
A puniſhment light as a. feather ;— 

Yet we triumph in death, as we CATILIXxs fall, 
And go to the Devil together. | 
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TO WHICH 18 ADDED, 
AN ODE TO MY ASS: 


ALso, 


AE MAGPIE AND ROBIN, 
1 A o i LE: 
AN APOLOGY FOR KINGS; 


AND 


AN ADDRESS TO MY PAMPHLET. 


V, 


Integer vitæ, ſceleriſſue purus, &c. &c. Hos, 


The Man of dove-like Ix xocENCE, a ſample, 

So ſiveet! ſo mild! myſelf now, for example, 

Diſdains of Goss1y Faux the tittle-tattle ! 

Hz begs no Nxzws-PAPER to fight his battle 

Unmoy'd, with equal eye on all he looks; 

The Lon b's ANoinTED, and his louſy Coors, 
— — — —  — — ͤ— 


I deem'd rude Clamour, in my days of youth, 
The ſolemn voice of all-commanding TzuT# : 
But now, no more creating awe and wonder: 
Old empty hogſheads, rumbling in a cart, 
That make ſome people gape, and ſtare, and tart, 
As well may tell me, Mere the Nos TauxnDER.” a 
P. Pen DARs 
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7 7 Wir gapes the thoughtleſs mouth of moon- ey d 
2 ; Worpxz, 

1 | While © gun, drum, trumpet, blunderbuſs, and thun- 
| der,” 

s With Ca.umny's dark hounds the Bazp purſue : 
1 ce Bring on his marrow- bones th' apoſtate down, 
The turncoat is a flatt'rer of the Crown; 

« Burn all his verſes, burn the author too:“ 


uch is the ſound of millions! ſuch the roar 
Of billows booming on the rocky ſhore! . 
„ How chang'd his note! (they cry) now ſpinning 
In compliment to Monarchs of the times, {rhymes 
Who lately felt no mercy from his rancour ; 
The ſtar-bedizen'd ſycophants of ſtate, 
© © Blue-ribbon'd knaves have brib'd his pliant hate; | 
* © Behold him at ST. J AMES's ſnug at anchor.” | 
5 3 Thus 
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Thus on my ears, ſo patient let me ay, 


I 

The pour their rough, rude peals of groundle6 = 7 
____clamour:; 

Battering, pell-mell, upon my 7 head away, = - 

Juſt like on anvils the ſmith's W and hammer! 0 

Howe'er the World in TRA may ſhake its head, 8 | 


Nor knave nor fool through me ſhall current paſs; | 
Too honeſt yet, I thank my ſtars, to ſpread | 
The Muse's ſilver o'er a lump of braſs. 


| I own the voice of CznsuRs, very proper; | 
Greatly reſembling a tobacco- ſtopper 5 
Confining all the ſeeds of fire ſo ſtout, 

And quick in growth, when je to run about: : 


But poſſibly I'm harden'd—yes, I fear 
Her frequent ſtrokes have form'd a callous ear. 


There was a time when PRT RR ghoſt-like ſtar d 
When Cxxsunkk thunder'd—ſtar'd with awe pro- 

found ; "A | | 

With ſighs, to deprecate her wrath, prepar d; 


80 chili d with horror at the ſolemn found; 
But f 


5 1 
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But harden'd, ſoon he gave his ague o'er; 


es BE Look'd up, and ſmil'd, and thought of her no more. 


3 | Thus when an earthquake bids Jamaica tremble; 
ws 1 On Sunday all the folks to church aſſemble, 


To ſoothe Jenovan, ſo devoutly ſtudying— 


1 Proſtrate they vow to keep his holy laws: 


1 Returning home, they ſmite their hungry craws, 


And ſcarce indulge them with a ſlice of pudding 


F | Deeming, in earthquake-time, a dainty board, 
A fad abomination to the Lox D 


5 „ : | 
Ere Sunday comes again, their hearts recover ; 


3 The tempeſt of their fears blown over, 


Fled ev'ry terror of the burning lake, 
They think they have no bus'neſs now with church ; 
So, calmly leave th' ALMIGHTY in the lurch, 

And fin it—till he gives a /econd ſhake. 


The ladies too have join'd the gen'ral cry! 
What! thoſe divinities in PETER'S eye! 
Angels in petticoats!—it ill behoves em: 
What! bite the conſtant SrExron of their praiſe, 
Who robb'd the Muſes of their /weetef las, 
To tell the world how much he loves em? 


at 
* . 4s tote 


The 
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The Bard, who vouches for their harmlz/s ſouls, 
And like another Cioxnxo perſuades, N 
The frenzied eye of admiration rolls— 
Ready to kneel and worſhip '*em—Qh, jades ! 


Lavies and GENTLEMEN, 
Know, that I ſcorn a proſtituted pen: 
No royal rotten wood, my verſe veneers— 
Oh, yield me, for a moment yield your ears. 


Stubborn, and mean, and weak, nay fools indeed, 

Though Kings may be, we uſt ſupport the breed. 
Yet join I iflue with you—yes, 'tis granted, | 

That through the world ſuch royal folly rules, 

As bids us think thrones advertiſe for fools ; 

Yet is a King a utenſil much wanted— 


A ſcrew, a nail, a bolt, to keep together 
The ſhip's old leaky ſides in ſtormy weather; 
Which ſcrew, or nail, or bolt, its work performs, 
Though downright ignorant of ſhips and ſtorms, 


I knuckle not—I owe not to the Great 
A tbimble-full of obligation; : 
Nor luſcious wife have I, their lips to treat, 
To lift me to PRXAMIxx's ſunny Rations 
| | - Like 


3 
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Like many a gentleman whom Lovs promotes; 
XZ Whoſe lofty front the ray of gold adorns; 

Z Rcſembling certain moſt ingenious goats, 

XZ That climb up precipices by their horns, 


3 I'm not oblig'd (believe my honeſt word) 
Io kif—what ſhall I call 't?—of any Lord: 
Not pepper-corn acknowledgment I owe em; 


77 


Nay, like the Gop of Truth, I ſcarcely know enn. 


By me unprais d are Dukes and Earls: 


} | | At ſuch moſt commonly my ſatire fuarls— 
W pride like tbeirs indeed, the high-nos'd elves, 


I N love what's equal only to bemſelves. 


; As for Court virtues, whe er they lie, 
| ; I leave them all to Laureate-Pyz, 
The faſhionable Bard, whom Courts revere; 
Who trotteth, with a grave and goodly pace, 
Deep laden with his Sovereign, twice a year, 
| Around Parnaſſus's old famous baſe: 

Not only proving his great King alive, 
But Wn PO the royal virtues thrive. 


But I'm m not qualified to be a hack; 
1 Too mw to carry lumber on my back: 
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Too dainty is my Lady Muſe, I hope, | 
Into a coal-ſhed to convert her ſhop ; 1 


— 


Her ſhop indeed a very handſome room, 
Fill'd with rich ſpices and Parnaſſian bloom. 


= Bi 


| Sc 
Court Poets muſt create on trifles rant— | 
Make ſomething out of nothing—Lord, I can't! 
Bards muſt bid virtues crowd on Kings in ſwarms, 
Howe'er from ſuch good company remote; 
Juſt as well-natur'd heralds make up arms 1 
For Nabob- robbers born without a coat. y =. 
js 8 5 
I'm a poor botching taylor for a Court. : 7 
Low bred on liver, and what clowns call mugget:? v 
Beſides, what greatly too my gains would hurt, 1 
I cannot ſew gold lace upon a drugget. N 
Say not I'm 7urn'd towards the SceEPTRED GREAT: A 
Talk not of Kings —I deem one half a cheat: L 
Felt is their weakneſs—huſks, mere huſks of men! | 
Yes, they create NoniLITY—l now it; | = y 
The verieſt ideot of them all can do it, c 


And on the falcon's perch can place the wren. 
| wn RN But | 


* Part of the entrails of certain cattle. 


uti 
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hut can a King command th' ethereal flame 
WT hat clothes with immortality a name? 


Oh, could the Race fhat fire ethereal catch! 


But no ſuch privilege to Kings is giv'n : 


so very /ow their int'reſt lies in Heav'n, 


They can't command enough to light a match. 


No, Sirs, and therefore pray be civil; 
I've not yet bargain'd with the Devil. 


Mu Yet grant me ſold —P've Pr ecedents 4 ſtore 5 


Beſides, we poets are confounded poor; 


And, ah! how hard to ſtarve, to pleaſe Mok AL Try! 


For Huxczx, though a fav'rite of old Saints, 
wWhoſe pinching virtue pious Hiſt'ry paints, 


Is reckon'd now a rtLLow of bad quality: 


Not deem'd a gentleman— can't ſhow his face, 

E'en where SainT PETER's * children give the grace! 
A roſy ſinner, Luxury yclept, 

Long in his place hath eat, and drunk, and ſlept. 


I Yes, (as I've faid) we Bards are moſtly poor, 


Can ſcarcely drive gaunt Famine from the door! 
| That 


* Archbiſhops, Biſhops, Kc. 
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That Helicon's a helliſh ſtream, God knows! 
Ah me! moſt rarely it Pa#olian flows: 


'Though ſharp as hawks, and hungry too, and thick, 


Few are the golden grains that Po rs pick; 
And yet each new advent'rer of the NIR 
Deems all Parnaſſus one mere golden mine. 


All this by way of wild digreſſion— 
And now for my political Confeſſion, 


Again, ye Crown-and-Anchor ſinners, 
I reprobate your revolution-dinners. 


Narunk at times makes wretched wares; 
(Amongſt the ſmiling corn-like tares) 

Men with ſuch miſerable ſouls ! 

| Novught pleaſes from the moment of their birth; 
With horror for a while they blot the earth, 
Then, crab-like, crawl into their burying-holes. 


How like a dreary dull December Day, 
That ſhows his muddy diſcontented head, 
Low'rs on the world awhile, then moves away 

In gloom and ſullenneſs to bed ! 


Have 


Vo. 


9 


An ugly inflammation of the brain. 
| Although'a dull phyſician, I could find 
| Something to calm the hurry of the mind, 
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Have not our Revolution hoſt a few | 
of fouls of this ſame Æthiop hue ? 


Permit me, Sirs, to tell you, ye are mad; 
Tour caſe, although not mortal, yet quite bad: 


” 


And bring you back to common ſenſe again 


The ſtocks would do it, gentlemen, or jails: 


A heavy naſtrum yet it rarely fails. 


Lo, DRuxRRNNESs, a bluſt'ring, bullying blade, 
The cock'd hat covering half one eye ſo brave, 
As though dread valour were his meat, his trade, 
Narun a driv'ler, and the world his ſlave: 
He rants, roars, prays, howls, ſwears, on boldly goes, 
To ſeize ſun, moon, and planets, by the noſe; 


When lo, Nior's long- ſtaff d Guarpian to him 
ee ee 
Squints with one eye on him, and then the other; 
To pillow well his head, trips up his heels, | 
And lays him on old earth, our common mother. 


Vor. III. G ä Thence 
+ 
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Thence at the round- houſe, in about an hour, 
Rene ws his poor debilitated pow r 5 
Of comprehending, feeling, hearing, ſeemg— 
Yet is this WAaTCHMan too a heavy BINO. 


Keel up lies Francs! long may ſhe keep that poſture! Þ 


Her knav'ry, folly, on the rocks have toſt her ; 
Behold the thouſands that ſurround the wreck ! 
Her cables parted, rudder gone, gang . 
Split all her ſails, her main-maſt down, 
Choak'd all her pumps, cruſh'd in her deck; 
Sport for the winds, the billows o'er her roll! 
Now am I glad of it with all my foul. 


- France lifts the buſy ſword of blood no more; 
| Loft to its giant graſp the wither'd hand : 
O ſay, what kingdom can her fate deplore, 
The dark diſturber of each happy land? 


To Britain an inſidious damn'd Tiga — 
Remember, Engliſhmen, old Cato's cry, 
And keep that patriot model in your eye 
His conſtant cry, * Delenda oft Canriaco.” 


— 


"II 
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| Yet by Be Ie iy C1 
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| Faancs is our Carthage, that ſworn foe to truth, 


Whoſe perfidy deſerves th' eternal chain! 


| And now ſhe's down, our Britiſh bucks forſooth 


Would lift the ſtabbing ſtrumpet up again. 


Love I the French ?—By heav'ns tis no ſuch matter! 


ö Who loves a Frenchman, wars with ſimple Nature. 


What Frenchrman loves a Briton None: 


| The converſe chaſte of day, and ele of night, 
The kiſs-clad moments of ſupreme delight, 


Te Love's pure paſſion anly. due 5 


| The ſeraph-finile that ſoli-ey'd Fa ir NDO. wears 


And Soxrow's balm of ſympathiſing tears, 
Thoſe iron fellows never knew. 


For this I hate them, —Art, all yarniſh'd art 


This dath EXPERIENCE ev'ry moment prove: 


| And hollow muſt to all things be the heart, 


G 2: .- Hear 


; * 2 : 
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Hear me, Dame NaTure, on thoſe men of cork— 
Bluſh at a Fxencuman's Heart, thy — 
A dunghill that luxuriant feeds 
The gaudy and the rankeſt weeds: 
' Deception, grub-like, taints its very core, 
Like flies in carrion—pry' thee, make no more. 


Not but a neigh#'ring nation to the French 
Have morals that emit a ſtronger ſtench, 

That Chriſtian noſes ſcarcely can withſtand : 
The HEART a dungeon, hollow, dark, and foul, 
The dwelling of the toad, ſnake, bat, and owl, 


Demons, and all the grimly ſpectre band. 


Mad fools !—And can we deem the French profoand, 


And, pleas'd, their infant politics embrace, 
Who drag a noble pyramid to ground, 
Without one pebble to ſupply its * P 


Wat they follow'd, prais'd, admir'd, ador'd. 
Be, with ſuch praiſe, theſe ears no longer bord! 
This moment could I prove it to the nation all, 
That verily a Fauc⁰i. is not rational. 


FLY 
R 


Tes, 


Fol 
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Yes, FRENCHMEN, this is my unvarying creed, 

« Ye are not rational indeed; | 

| « So low have fond conceit and folly ſunk ye: 
« Only a larger kind of monkey !” 


r 


ct What art thou writing now?“ the WorLD exclaims, 


« Thou man of braſs!” | 
Good Wok p, no names, no names I beg, no names— 
Writing? -an Ode to my old fav'rite Ass. 


Not making royal varniſh—no! _ 
My Ass's virtues bid my numbers flow: 
Pran his name, my nameſake, a good beaſt; 
A ſervant to my family ſome years. 
To me is gratitude a turtle feaſt, 
A haunch of ven'ſon that my taſte reveres ; 
And therefore I've been fabricating metre 
All in the praiſe of honeſt PETE XK. 


G 3 ov: 
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ODE TO MY ASS, PETER. 


O THOU, my ſolemn friend, of man deſpis'd, 


; But not by ne deſpis d reſpected long! 


To prove how ouch chy dnn e a, 


. , old e A” 


My great great > RL, of Lyric fame, 
Immortal ! threw a glory round the horſe; 
Then, as I lit my candle at his flame, 267 
That candle ſhall illumine the of courſe, | 


For why not thou, in works and virtues rich, 


In Faux's fair temple alſo boaſt a niche? 


How many a genius, midſt a vulgar pack, 


Os Livio ſtuffs into her ſooty fack, 

Calmly as Jew old-clothes-men, in their bags, 
Mix ſome great man's lac'd coat with dirty rags ; 

Or ſatin petticoat of ſome ſweet maid, 

That o'er her beauties caſt an envious ſhade ! 

And what's the reaſon ?—reaſon too apparent 

Ah! „ quia vate ſacro carent,” 


As 


2 * 


„ n ‚ 3 WW Wm» i» 
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As Horace ſays, that bard divine, 
{ Whoſe wits ſo fortunately jump with mine. 
Ah, PETER, I remember, oft, when tir d 
And moſt unpleaſantly at times bemir d, 
Bold haſt thou ſaid, . I' budge not one inch further; 
ec And now, young Mas rx, you may kick or murther.“ 
Then have I cudgell'd thee a fruitleſs matter! 
For twas in vain to kick, or flog, or chatter, 
Though, BAL AAU- like, I curs'd thee with a ſmack ; 
Sturdy thou dropp'ſt thine ears upon thy back, 
| And trotting retrograde, with wriggling tail, 
In vain did I thy running rump affail: 


| For lo, between thy legs thou putr'dft thine head, 
And gaveſt me a puddle for a bet. 

| Now this was fair—the action bore no guile : 

Thou duck*dſt me not, like Jopas, with a ſmile. 

DO were the manners of ſome Monarchs ſuch, | 

Who ſmile ev'n in the cloſe inſidious hour 

That kicks th' unguarded minion from his pow'r! ; 
But this is aſking p'rhaps of Kings too much. 


0 P7en,, little didft thou think, I ween, = 
When I a ſchoolboy on thy back was ſeen, 
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Riding thee oft, in attitude uncouth; - | 
For bridle, an old garter in thy mouth 5 [Bop 

Jogging and whiſtling wild o'er hill and dale, | T 
On ſloes, or nuts, or ſtrawb'ries'to regale - EE 


I fay,'O Peres, little didſt thou think, - 


V 
That 7, thy nameſake, in immortal ink ST 
Should dip my pen, and riſe a wond'rous Bard, T 
And gain ſuch praiſe, SosLInTTr's reward ; 17 
But not the LAuREI—honour much too high; 
Giv'n by the Kina of IsLes to Mifter Pyx, 


Who ſings his Sov'rzrcn's virtues twice a year, 
And therefore cannot chronicle SMALL BEER. 


Yet ſimple as Montaigne, I'll tell thee true; N 
There are, who on my verſes look aſteu, 1 
And call my lyric lucrubations Auf: = 0 
But I'm a modeſt, not unconnyinge, elf, 
Or I could ſay ſuch things about myſelf— 95 
But God forbid that 1 ſhould er 


* 


Yet tara] are ſelfiſh predileQions ! 
Lake inakes they writhe about the heart $ affe&tions | 
And 


wn A = mdf 
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And ſorhetimes too infuſe a poiſonous - 
1 producing, as by nat'raliſts I'm told, 

Torpid inſenſibility, ſo cold | 

| Tocv'ry brother's riſing merit. 


Wirs to each other juſt like loadſtones act, 
That do not always like firm friends attraf ; 

i Though of the ſame rare nature, (ſtrange to tell Ty 
f The little harden'd; rogues as oft repel, . 


Great were the wonders of thy heels of yore, 
| Victorious, for lac'd hats didſt thou contend ;5_ _ , - 
| And ribbons grac'd thy ears—a ns 5 


| But lo, of thee TU fpeale, my wes FRE ba 


Buff breeches too have crown'd a proud provd Pi 
Not thou, but which thy rider wore away ; 


Triumphant ſtrutting through the world he ance, 
| Great ſoul! deſerving an an Olympic Ode. 


Thy bravery clin did I much approve, 

| Rais'd by that Queen of Paſſions, Love. 

Whene'er in Lovz's delicious frenzy croft 

By long ear d brothers, lo, wert thou a hot! 

| 9 . | Lovs 
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Love did thy lion-heart with courage ſteel! 

| Quicker than that of VESTRIs mov'd thy heel: 
Here, there, up, down, in, out, how thou didſt ſmite! 
And then no Alderman: could match thy bite! 


And is thy race no more rever d? 
Indeed *tis greatly to be fear di 


Yet ſhalt Thou flouriſh in immortal ſong, 

To me if immortality belong; 

For ſtranger things than bi have come to P34 
PosTERITY thine hift'ry ſhall devour, | 
And read with pleafure how, when vernal ſhow'r 

In gay profuſion rais'd the dewy graſs, 

I led thee forth, thine appetite to pleaſe, 

And mid the verdure ſaw thee up to knees! 


Hew, oft I pluck'd the tender blade; 
And, happy, bow thou cam'ſt at my command, 
And wantoning around, as though afraid, 
With poking neck didſt pull it from my hand, 
Then ſcamper, kicking, frolickſome, a away, 
With ſueh a faſcinating bra! Ig 


3 Where 


> 


ce 


— 


r WT So : 


. 
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| Where oft I paid thee viſits, and where thou 
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Didſt cock with happineſs thy kingly ears, 


| And grin fo 'witchingly, I can't tell how, 


And dart at me ſuch friendly leers; 


With ſuch a ee head, and laughing tail; 


And when I mov d, how, griev'dt thou ſeenv ſt to ſay, 


( Dear M ASTER) let your humble Ass prevail; 


5 Pray, MasTzs, do not go away 


| And how ( for what than friendſhip can be ſweeter ) 
| I gave thee gras again, E pleaſant PETER, 3. 5 


1 7 : x 


And Bom, when Jena: bade the baking die, 
And Na run mourn'd beneath the ſtormy ſæy; 
| When waving trees, ſurcharg d with chilling rain, 
| Dropp'd ſeeming tears upon the haraſs'd plain, 

| | J gave thee a good ſtable, warm as wool, 
With oats to grind, and hay to pull! 
Thus, whilft abroad Dzcaoux rulid the day, 


How PLexTy ſhow'd within, the blooming Mar! 


And bs to future times it ſhall be known, 
How, twice a day, to comb and rub thee down, 


And be chy bed-maker at night, | 
Thy 


C 1 
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Thy groom attended, both with hay and oat, 

By which thy back could boaſt a handſome coat, 
And laugh at many a fine Court Lord and Knight, 

Whoſe ſtrutting coats belong p'rhaps to the tailor, 

And probably their bodies to the Fe! = 


What though no dimples thou haſt got; 
Black ſparkling eyes (the faſhion) are thy lot, 
And oft a witching ſmile and cheerful laugh; 
And then thy cleanlineſs ! Frm tis ſtrange to utter! 
Like fin, thy heels avoid a pool, or gutter; 
And then the ſtream ſo daintily doſt quaff! 
Unlike a country alderman, who blows, | 
And in the Ry Ow ies any and noſe! 


” #f | 


What though, P've heakd fome voices - "POR 
Yet exquiſite thy hearing, gentle PETER 

Whether a Judge « of N IT _ t 1 | 
| If fo, : b | 
Thou haſt th advantage got of many a ſcore - 
That enter at the Opera door. 


Some people think thy tones are rather coarſe; 

Ev'n love- ſick tones, addreſs d to NY Aﬀſes— 
OFaves indeed of wondrous force; hg 

And yet thy voice full many a voice fil: 

g Lok 


2 
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Ton Cx io Au, if rightly I divine, 
Would very gladly give his voice for thine: 


And LapY MounT,* her Majxsrv's fine foil, 
For whom perfumers, barbers, vainly toil, 


Poor lady ! who has quarrell'd with the Graces, 


| Would very willingly change faces. 


How honour'd once wert thou! but ah, no more! 
Thus too deſpis'd the Bards—eſteem'd of yore! 

How rated once, the' tuneful TrIBEs of Greece! 
Deem'd much like di monds - thouſands worth a piece! 


How great was Prxpak's glory !—On a day, 
Entering AroLLo's church, to pray, 
The Lapr of the ſacred fane, or Miſtreſs, 


Or, in more claſſic term, the PRIEST ESS, 


Addrefs'd him with ineffable delight— - 
„ GREAT Six, (quoth ſhe) in Pigs, and SO: and 


calves, 


* Maſter inſiſts upon't that you 8⁰ Wes. : 


e To beg, his Godſhip alſo gives you right,” 
Thus 


"4% Her M — is always happy to have Lavy MovuxT 


.— by her fide, as being one of the _—_ women in wa 


land=in ſhort, his Lenne in N 
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Thus did the Twain moſt hearty dinners make; 
PinDaR and Pnœsvus cating ſteak and fteak : 
When too (Pavsantas ſays,) to pleaſe the Gov— 
Between each mouthful, PiN DAR ſung an Ons! 


Thus half a Deity was this great Pozr ! 
Now this was grand in Pñœ Bus- vaſtly civil— 
How chang'd are things! the preſent moments ſhow it; 
For Bard is now e with Devil ! 


Juſt to three Londres years ago, Ip 
How / imple ſcholarſhip was wont to rule! 

A man like Doctor Par, that mouth'd but Greet, 
Was almoſt worſhipp'd by the Sac and Foo: ; 

Deem'd by the world indeed a firſt-rate ſtar. 

How diff rent now the fate of Doctor Para ! 


Unknown he walks !—his name no infants liſp— 
Not only reckon'd not a firſt-rate ſtar 
Is this our Greek man, Doctor Pans, 

But, Gods! not equal to a will-o'-wiſp ! 

Plague on't! how niggardly the trump of 5 8. 
T hat wakes not *Bellendenus on the fhelf! Wos 


# 


The 


The Preface to Pellindinus was a coup effi of the Doc ro $ 
for a Biſhoprick—it was the child of his abauge. The pap of Party 
ſupported it ſome little time; when, aſter ſeveral ſtruggles to 
remain amongſt us, it paid the laſt debt of natute. 
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The world ſo ſtill, too, on the Docron's name, 
The man is * forc'd to praiſe Bim ſelf! 


4 "COM Biſhops,” (fo ſays Doctor Pann) 
% By Alpha, Beta, merely, have been made: 
« Why from the mitre then am I ſo far; 

ce So long a dray-horſe in this thundering trade? 


7 | « O Pirr, ſhame on thee !—art thou #1] to ſeek 
The ſoul of wiſdom in the found of Greek ?” 


| Pran, ſuppoſe we make a bit of ſtyle, | 
And reſt ourſelves a little while? 5 N 


IN CONTINUATION, 


THUS endeth Doctor Pann; and now again, 


To thee, as good a ſubject, flows the ſtrain. 


Permit me, PzTEr,. in my lyric canter, 


Juſt to ſpeak Latin —“ fempora mutantur!“ 


Kings did not ſcorn to preſs your backs of yore; 


But now, with humbled neck and patient face, 
Tied to a thieviſh miller's duſty door, | 
I mark thy 1 and diſregarded race. 
To 
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To chimney- ſweepers now a common hack; 
Now with a brace of ſand- bags on your back!! 


No gorgeous ſaddles yours — no iv'ry cribs; 
No ſilken girts ſurround * Tibs; 12 


No Roryar hands your ln with plealare at ; 
Cheeks by a roguiſh halter preſt— 
Tour ears and rump, of inſolence the jeſt; 
Dragg d, kick'd, and pummell'd, by a beggar's "IM 


Thus, as I've ſaid, your race is much degraded! 4 
And much too is the Pozr's glory faded! 2 


A time there was, when Kings of this fair LanD, 
So meek, would creep to Poxxs, cap in hand, 
Begging, as twere for alms, a grain of fame, 

To ſweeten a poor putrifying name— —- g 
But paſt are thoſe rich hours] ah! hours of _ 
Thoſe golden ſands of Tims ſhall glide no more. 


Yet are we not in thy diſcarded ſtate, 

Whate er may be the Future will of Favz; 

Since, as we find by Pyr, (what ſtill muſt pra us) 

Kings twice a Fe can condeſeend to ide 11. 
2 . nn {3 272771 Nor 
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| 


* NOW, Wor. D, 2 gelt hs tuff of which I'm made; 
Firm to the honour of the tuneful Trade; 

© Leaving, with high contempr, the Courtier claſs, | 
Jo ſing the merits of the humble Ass. 


| * 
C4 age? 
3 
: 

— 


- * 1 1 
T 4 2 guy oF 
417 ; 


| Yet ſhould : a miele the * SY 8 

And high · nos d SAL'SB'RY, to che Vixruxs ſend, 
Commanding them to, come and chat with Kinoz; 

Well pleas'd repentant Sinners to ſupport, Ol 

So help me, IPuDENCE, PI go. to Court! 

er 1 1 . love to ſee range wigs 
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PROEMIUM 


EB HR, 


MAGPIE” AND ROBIN | RED- BREAST. 
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| How varied are our taſtes! Dame NaruRe' 8 of pag: 
All for wiſe reaſons, fince the world began : 


— 


Yes, yes, the good 6 Laby acted right: : 
Had things been otherwiſe, like wolves and beats, 
We all had fall'n together by che ears 
One 3 bad 8 d an . wen, \ 
3 295871, 99t 07 9yol view: / 
Nettles had ſtrew' d Lars s path, inſtead of ro/es; 
And multitudes of mortal faces, 
Printed with hiſtories of bloody noſes, 1 
Had taken leave of abſence of the GRAckS. 
E 
Now interrupting not each other's line, 
You ride your hobby-horſe, and I ride mine— 
You preſs the blue-ey'd CRTox to your arms, 3 
And I the black-ey'd Saryno's browner charms : 1 


Thus ſituated in our different bliſſes, 
We ſquint not envious on each other's kiſſes, 


Yet 


PROEMIUHM, &c. 99 
Yet are there ſome exceptions to this rule: 
We meet with now and then a ſtubborn fool, 
Dragooning us into his predilections s 1 
As though there was no diff rence in affections, 
And that it was the booby's firm belief, 
Pork cannot pleaſe, becauſe be doats on beef!" 
# Again—how weak the ways of /ome, and ſad! 
„ One would ſuppoſe the Man- creation mad. 2 


Lo! this poor fellow, folly-drunk, he rambles, 
And flings himſelf i into Misrokrbnz' 8 brambles, 
In full purſuit of Haypiness's treaſure; 35 
When, with a little glance of circumſpection, | 
A muſtard- grain of ſenſe—a chld's reflection —- 

The fool had cours d the velvet lawn of PL rasUBE, 


' Seat F#7 
* o 


Idly he 9 the ſurge, and roaring gale; ; 
When REASOR, if conſulted with a ſmile, 

Had tow'd through ſummer ſeas his ſilken Sail, 
And fav'd a dangerous and Herculean toil. 

1 * as ere ſomewhere fad above, 1 and, >= 

That many a man n has many a a mind. 1 


* 1 * 
” 4 p Ts * * q 4 4 
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How I hate DgunxzNNESs, a naſty pig! N 

With ſnuff-ſtain'd neckcloth, without hat or wig, A 

| Reeling, and belching wiſdom in one's face! 'T 

How I hate BuLLy UeroaRr from my ſoul, _ 14 
Whom nought but whips and priſons can controul, : 

Thoſe n implements of Gzacz ! dT 

7 


Tet altars riſe to DG and Rior | | 
How few to mild Sonkixry and Quiet! 


8 + 


hs art t my. Goddeſs, ee N 
Parent of dove. ey d Prack „I bend the knee! 

O with what joy I roam thy calm retreat, 
Whence ſoars the lark amid the radiant hour, 1 | 
Where many a varied chaſte and fragrant flow'r 
Turns coyly from Rogue ZziefayR's whiſper ſweet! 
Bleſt Bur! who wantons o'er thy wide domain, 
And kiſſes all the BEAUTIES of the Plain: * 


Where, happy, odd the all-enlivening ray, 
The inſect nations ſpend the buſy day, 
Wing the pure fields of air, and crawl the ground; 
Where, idle none, the Jew-like myriads range, 
Juſt like the Hebrews at high Change, m_ 
Diffuſing hum of Babel · notes around 


Where 
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| Where HAL Tn fo wild and gay, with boſom bare, 
And roſy cheek, keen eye, and flowing hair, 

| Trips with a ſmile the breezy ſcenes along, 

And pours the ſpirit of content in ſong! 


| Thus taſtes are various, as I've faid before— 
Theſe damn moſt cordially, what thoſe adore. 


; "Ire 
1 „ 4 "_ ; . 
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: THE | : 
N A De * 
AND 


ROBIN RED-BRESST: 


A TALE 


| A MAGPIE, in the ſpirit of romance, 
Much like the fam'd Reformers now of FRAxcx, 
Flew from the dwelling of an old PorssarDe ; 
Where, ſometimes in his cage, and ſometimes out, 
He juſtified the Revolution rout, 
That is, call'd names, and got a ſop for his reward. 


rn 


Red-hot with Monarch-roaſting coals, 

_ Juſt like his old fiſh-thund'ring Dame, 

He left the Queen of crabs, and plaice, and ſoles, 
To kindle in Old England's realm a flame. 


Arriv'd at evening's philoſophic hour, 
He reſted on a rural antique tow'r, | | c 


Some BAROx 's E 3 the days of old; 


Whe 


* * 
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When furious wars, miſnomer'd civil, 
Sent mighty chiefs to ſee the Devil, 
Leaving behind, their bodies for 1 3 
That pliable from form 'to form patroles, 
Making ſb houſes or new- Raye 


Perch on the wall; he cocks his' tall and eye, 
And hops like modern beaux in country Sled $7 
Looks dev'liſh knowing, with his head, 
- Squinting with Wet n 
All on te Wo or ſtarts and ſtares, 
And wonders, and for ſomewhat grunge prepares; 
But Io, his wonder did not hold him long—— 
Soſt from a buſh below, divinely Chats 
A modeſt warble melted on his ear, 
A Planie, Hoorkirig, Bltary f fong— 


i: "3" #3509 200 


0 Kane 2 found, 
Afraid dim. NaTuRz's s deep repoſe to ow ; | 
2 hat huſh'd ( (a d death-like pauſe)! the rude SUBLIME. 
This was a AT: 2 My 48 indeed, 


* * * : ; ! 


bog id bom dh fuer, eee 80 
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A la Frangoiſe, upon the ſpray; + 4 
Where a lone Red-breaſt BE Ws his 15 


1 4 


1 . SE 


Searing the modeſt ! he bee, 
Familiar, and with arch grimace, 


He conn'd the duſky warbler o'er and o er, 


As though he knew him years before 
And thus began, with ſeeming great civility, 
All in the Paris eaſe 4 nee. A il 74; 


5 
1 af 


= * 9 5 15 ; ' * 7 
1 BY | es "on 433 4 a 4 1 N f 
_— 4 


18 WII 0 r ! darn' me, is it you, 

et That thus your pretty phiz to muſie ſcrew, 

« So far from hamlet, village, town, and city, 
* glad old battlements with dull * ditty? 


t *Sdeath ! whe; a ins! nets merry 7 ſeene! 
« Plenty of bats, and. owls, and ghoſts, 1 ween; 
ce Rare midnight ſcreeches, Bos, between you all! 


e Why, what's the name on't, Bonpy ?. Diſimal Hall? 


ec Come, to be ſerious-curſe this q queer old d ſpor, 


And let thy owliſh habitation rot! 


ba 4 


“Join me, and Toon in riot will we revel: 
Co Tl teach thee how to curſe, and call folks names 
ng Aud be expert i in treaſon, mütder, flames, 
And moſt — play the devil. 
ec Yes, 
4 


* 
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| © Yes, thou ſhalt leave eee 
66 And prove thou haſt a bit of ſoul: 
, Soon ſhalt thou ſee old ſtupid Lonpon ane ä 
« There will we ſhine immortal knaves; | 
| © Not ſteal unknown, like cuckoos, to our graves, 
* But imitate the geniuses of FRance. b 


ce Who'd be that monkiſh, cloiſter d thing, a muſcle? 
Importance only can ariſe from buſtle! !! 
& Tornado, thunder, lightning, tumult, ſtrife— 
. Theſe charm, and add a dignity to life. 
«. That thou ſhouldſt chooſe this ſpot, is monſtrous odd; 
ce Roſs _ thou n not ** _ 11 oy G-- £ 
« Sir!” like one thunder-ſtricken, Naring wide— 
« Can you be ſerious, Sir de the Rokr] cry . 
LY Serious | 4 "rejoin'd the Maopiz, © aye, _ r 
2 | « 0) pet lers Ty” the devil, and wes ae 


I 
+ 


mes !” quoth hu Roprn— and in riot revel, 
«Call names, and curſe, divinely play the devil! 
&« I cannot, for my life, the fun diſcern.” | 


= „ angry ag brands and follow mi gal 
„% Ü -k: ] æ , banwo gat t.7 
. | | « Excuſe 


Sy 
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“ Excuſe me, Sir, the modeſt, HERNMIT ery 
« Hell's not the hobby-horſe I wiſh. to ride. 


« Hell!” laugh'd the Man-“ hell no longer dread; 


« Why, Bos, in Francs. the Devil's lately dead: 
* Damnation vulgar to a Frenchman's hearing 

e The world is only kept alive for ſwearing. 

C Againſt futurity they all proteſt; Y 

ce And God and Hau n aeg jet 


OG] . 11 } 


86 W TTY 1 are 3 out xt of faſhion ; „ 


« Francs is quite alter d—now a thinking. nation : 
< No more of penitential tears and groans ! 

“ PriLosoPHyY has crack'd RELic1oN's bones. 

r As for your Saviour of awicked world, 
Long from his conſequence has he been hurl'd : 
* They do acknowledge ſuch a man, d'ye ſee; 


* But then they call him ſimple MoxsiEuR CHRIST. 


«© BoB, for thy ignorance, pray bluſh for ſhame— 
cc Red, thy PET e Jas the ſame, 


EET INCA T4 fit 4; 


Well! e alt ain Aker 5 80. 
% What curſed doctrine!“ quoth the RoxIx, © No— 


| ww cc 
u I . | I won! 


—— 


A ſweet * farewell hymn to parting Dar. 
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« won't 1 thy ſpeeches make me ſhudder.” 

% Poor RokIx ' quoth the Mace, © what a pudder! 
« Be damn'd, then, Bonsy”'—flying off, he ray'd— 
ec And, (quoth the Rokix) Sir, may you be aud] 
This faid, the tuneful Spxrrz renew'd his lay; 5 


15 e Pare the Maori doth appear: 
That 7 m Poor, m, is not quite fo. clear. 


* 


POSTSCRIPT 


of old, I ſhall take the liberty of ſheltering myſelf 
under the wing of their ſacred names. The fable 


** 
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10 LE, W READER. 


I REALLY think — this Tale of the Mad pft 
and Rokix ought immediately to have followed the 
REMONSTRANCE: but as 41 {;/order, inſtead of order, 
is the leading feature of my ſublime Lyzic BxzTaren 


was written in conſequence of a ſtrenuous application 
of a red-hot RxvoLuTIONIST to a Poxr in the coun- 
try, preſſing him to become a 3 of the ODER 
of Coxrusiox. 
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APOLOGY FOR KINGS. 


As want of candour really is not right, CZ tad 


FLLCY 


& lown my Satire too inclin'd to Bite: 
| On Kincs behold it breakfaſt, dine, and ſup? - 
New ſhall ſhe praiſe, SAT; 9.0998 „ 


Why wil the fimple world expect wiſe wiege 
From lofty folk, particularly Kings? 

Look on their poverty of education! 
Ador d and flatter · d, taught that they are Gods 1 
And by their awful frowns and nods, 

Jovz-Lixx, to ſhake the pillars of creation! 


They ſcorn that little uſeſul Iue call'd Min p, 

| Who fits them for the circle of Mankind! 

PzIpz their companion, and the WorLD hf hate; 
Immur'd, they dose in ignorance and ſtate. 


8 indeed, GxEAT KINGS will cond; feend 
A little with their ſubjects to unlenl! 


3 


3 
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An inſtance take—A King of this great land, 
In days of yore, we underſtand, - 
Did viſit Sal. SBURY s. old church ſo fair: 08A 
AnEaxr of "as was the Moxarcn's guide; 
Incog. they travell'd, ſhuffling fide by ſide; 
And into the Cathedral ſtole WE Pain. e £ 
| 14 + FRET 
The vikbür met them in his blue filk f gown, i 
And humbly bow'd his neck with rew'rence down, 
Cao as an aſs to lick a lock of hay: 
Looking the frighten'd VeRGER through and throu oh, 
All with his eye-glaſs “e Well „Sir, who are Hon ? 


9 55 What, what, W Sir?“ deign'd che King 


3 B- f 


- 
* - 
7 1 *. ” - EF as 
- * . 
E 7 _ $ 


to ſay. 


e am the VxROER here, molt mighty *Kixo': 
In this Cathedral I do ev'zy thing; | 

ce Sweep it, an't pleaſe ye, Sir, and keep it clean.” 
« Hey? Verger! Verger! you the Verger ?—hey ?” 
c Ves, pleaſe your glorious MajzsTy, I be,” 

The VERGER anſwer d, with the mildeſt mien. 


* The Reader will ha pleaſed to obſerve, 1 the VeRGER, 
of all the ſons of the Church, was the on 2 ONE entruſted with 
the ROYAL INTENTION. 


'Then 


ce 
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ET hed turt d the NWO abdüt towards tif Pzrn, 

And winked, and laugh'd; then whiſper d in his ear, 
C Hey, fley What, whar—fine fellow, pon my word: 
'I knight him, kni ght *. Ka gg him—hey, my 
: „ | 

| Then with his glaſs, as hard as eye could ſtrain, 

He ieee VERCER o'er again. 


eee . 

: « He's a poor 8 Sinz. his Lordſhip. cry d: 

| © Sixpence would hand/omely requite him.“ 

ce Poor-Verger, Verger, hey ?” the King reply'd: : 
No, no, then, we won't knight him—no, won't 

511 knight Rr 
Now to the lofty roof the King did raiſe 
His or and ſkipp'd it o'er with oak: of jo” ; 
Tr thus his mary ling Majxs ry did ſpeak : | 

tt 15 ine — this, Maſter Verger, quite complete: 2 
* High—high and lofty too, and clean and neat: 

„ What, Verger, what? mop, mop it once a week 5 

« An't ene | 8 wich mary'ling 2 

The VIROER anſwer'd, cc we have got no mops 

In Sal'ſb'ry that will reach fo high.“ | 

5 cc Not 


WS an APOLOGY FOR KINGS, 


« Not mop, no, no, not mop it,” quoth the King. 
« No, Sir, our Sal.ſh ry mops do no ſuch thing; 
© They might as well pretend to ſerub the . 


22 
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This little anecdote doth plainly ſhow 
That I6noxanct, a King too often lurches; 
For, hid from _—_ Lord! how foould 1 1 


know 1 en 8 1989715 VN 364 KI SE 
The r nat ral ben ol . churches: 
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* STORY THE .SECOND. " 
FROM Sal ſbꝰry y Church to Wilton Houſe ſo grand, 
Return'd the mighty Rorza of the Land- 

. « My Lord, you 've got fine ſtatues,” fad the King 
10 A few! beneath your royal notice, Sir,” 
ny Lord PEMPROKE—<* Stir, my Lord, ſtir, ſtir; 

4 Lers ſee them al, all, all, all ev 2 thing. 


£* 


cc- Who's 


's 
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S KL Who's this? who's this? who's this fine fellow here? 
| « SkSsOSsTRIs, bowing low, reply'd the Peer. 


« Sin SosTRts, hey? Six SosTaIs ? 'pon my word! 


e Kniour or a Batontr; my Lord? 


« One of my making? what, my Lord, my making 2 
This, with a Nr 1 e 


14 3 Stan; h Joft; the Peer re | 
A famous Kixc of Ecevyr, Sir, of old.“ 


« Poh, poh!” th' infrufed Moxarcn ſnappiſn cry'd, 
Fo: « 1rd ee nel oe ther bed, 12 


= bay pi, ny Lord, who's tht big tow terer 


« 'Tis Hikcvurs,” replies the Thrinking PrER. 
“Strong fellow, hey, my Lord? ſtrong fellow, hey? 


| © Clean'd ſtables! crack'd a lion like a flea; 


e Kill'd ſnakes, great ſnakes, that in a cradle found 

„ 

« The Quk kN, Quzrn's coming ! wrap an apron 
round him,” N 
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OUR Moral i is not als 1 1 1 
It ſhows.that curiofity's a jewek!..: 1... 4 7 4 
It ſhows with Kings that, lay ORANGE may duell: 

It ſhows that ſubjects muſt not give opinions 
To PxopLz reigning over wide ee 203-47, 2 
As emed oo F. owe 18 Ws 


Rete non. 74 


= 1 ſhows that R may 1 3 1 „ 
On whom the bold Yiriz-men turn their backs; 


And ſhows (kor num rous are the naked things) 
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. of my love, 80 forth, and try thy fate 5 
Fey are thy friends, and manifold thy foes 5 

Whether « or long or "ſhort will be thy date, * 
F vruxtry 8 dark volume only knows, : 


12 21471 140 C1 411 3 &'s wh 
CAM 


Much cxiticiſin, alas! will be chy 3 


Severe thine ordeal, 1 am ſore in 3 
Some judg ges will condenm, and others not 5 


one call thy form ſalſtantial-— others, ſhade... [ 


Yes, CniD, by multitudes wilt thou be tried ! 
Wiſe men, and fools, thy merits will examine: : 

T, boſe, through much prudence, may thy virtues hide; 
155 through vile Faxeour, or the eros! of famine. 

Prov'd will it be indeed (to make * ſhrink) | 
What metal Nature i in thy maſs did ro BN : 1 

Anim; 2 proceſs will be us'd, I think ; 7 
That is to tay,” large 0 of Head. 


' $4 11 $#% 2 bf } 


” 
* 
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>. Called Eliguation. 
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By ſome indeed will NiTze's fuming ſpirit 
Ba o'er thy farm ſo ſweet, ſa tender, thrown ; 
Perchance a Maſter hand may try thy merit; 
Perchance an Imp by-F LY _ known. 


Now, now ＋ faney thee a timid hare, 
Started for beagles, hounds, and curs, to chace! 


A mongrel dog may ſnap thee up unfair ; 
For Srirx and Hun oER boaſt but little grace. 


Long are thy legs 1 know), and ftout for running; 
And many a trick haſt thou within thy brain; 
But guns and greyhounds are too much for cunning, 
Join to the rav nous pack of Tous Parxz! 


And now a a Laus What 3 non-a-days 

＋ he butch'ring Snor of Carriers employs ! 
Each beardleſs villain now cuts up, and fays; | 
A gang of wanton, brutal *prentice boys! 


Ah 12 how ls to —_ the of * 3 
Knocked down before ſhe gets half way, Poor Mute! 
For many a Lour that cannot gain a name, 
Rebus and riddle-maker) n now revicus | 


©, 
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poor jealous Eunvchs in the land of Tasrr, 
IMalicious, lo, they lay the region waſte, | 1 
| Fire all * and-triuniph at the blaze! | po 


* mY with ROI bleſt, as cruel F EW | 
J Fix on poor MzzrT's throat, to ſtap her breath: 
Hos like the beauteous * Fxvrr, that turns of Dew 
| The iſe anibroſial, into drops of Death! 


sweet Barr, to W vou An ſhoulditthowfindthy way 


fre Kino, with curioſity fo wild, 
May on'a fuden fend for thee, and ſay, 
| « See, Cranry, Peter's child—fine child, fine 
i, Ring, ring for | dee 3 ring Charly, | 
« * Show, it to mee Hor. thow 1 it, 
he'll "= Gut dem de ſaucy „ apt" ting, 2 
| « * ban ware worſe as hell this come n 8 e 


4. morrifying pon of . e aig naa. 
Hack thee, art milverſaſly knen. vari \ 
5 3 | Yet 
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Yet will /ame-Courtiers all at ae ls 
LEDs, HawksB- * SALS'B ver, Baues, vi 


| x 


rejoice; 01991 ct vel e of oi 
Forget how] 4 2 De nne "TED AO * 
And echo Wr the n the 2b. voice, 


fy | 2 WW. * 1 


And then for Mr is! MaJzsTy may fend; jc 
(Making ſome people grumble-in 3 J 
With Dx ak#'s new place, perchance, thy Six E befriend! 
F las Fly-cArchER to good Quxkx Cran- 


bie Of v3 #1, 

* The ſtory of «a LizarDsis as follows :—At a 3 0? 
Green, Crorn lately, which aſſembled, as uſual, with due 
— to deliberate on the ſpecies 'of food proper” to be given 
to the Lions of Buckincram-Hovss, the ſolemnity of the 
meeting was interrupted by the ſudden Gothic irruption, and 
ſelf-introduQtion, of a ſervant of Sir FRANCIS Draxe, one of 
the Honourable Board; Which ſervant,” a true Devons HII 
Dunrrix, opening an ell-wide pair of j Jaws, exclaimed thus: 
Tun Vaancis, I'm a zent to ax if yow've a cortf ennyf 
« more Viees Have ye cort enny, Zor Vrincts The 
Baronet hemmed, winked, nodded, knitted his brows, ſtared, 
ſhrugged up his ſhoulders, blew. his _ bit his ps, at poor 
* vurs: but all che face-making hints ere thrown away. 
« Why,'Zon'Vwaxcrs,\ L:zayy\ (continued Nuurs) Mapa 


„ ZWELLINGBURG wanth to know if yow've a nabb'd .enny 


4, mare lig TheBo ax pftoodamaaed ) $1 Fa nc bluſed 
for the ff time. At lengths reconering from. his e 
221 | e 

1 For caught, 4 Any, © 5 Flics, 
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and bidding the fellow, in an angry tone, go about his buſineſs, 
he very candidly informed the Boa xb, that HER Maj ESTA 
had lately received a preſent of Lizards; that ſhe had ordered 
= MisTRESS SCHWELLENBERG to catch flies for them; but that, 
E to oblige Misrazss SCHweLLENBLRG, who kindly invited 
him to dine with her three or four times a week, he promiſed to 
E afſiſt her in her F.y-yunT; in ſhort, to be her Deputy FL r- 
| CATCHER, and not Fir FLy-CaTHER, as the ELgcy 
E crronequſly proclaimeth, 


1 9 . ** Go eee p WERE 


M O R E M ON E Y! 
| | OR, | 
ODES OF INSTRUCTION 
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| a VARIETY OF OTHER CHOICE MATTERS. 


— 


© — — — : 


— uid nen mrtalia pectora egit, 
Auri ſacra fames ? Vine. 
O Gold! thou precious faſcinating evil, 
Say, with what ſoul thou haſt not play'd the devil? 


Flect᷑ers fi nequeo Superos, Acheronta movebo, VinGit. 


Go to the Houſe—beg, threaten, nay, compel for't: 
We muſt have Money, though we ſhake all Hell for't. 
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READER, 


Tur rumour of an intended and ſpeedy application ta 
Parliament for more Money for the KinG, gave birth to 
the following Odes. Though by no means an advocate 
for Mr, PAIxE's violent ſyſtem of Revolution, I am too 
much the PoeT oF THE PEOPLE, not to ſing for a Reforma- 
tion. To the Ops is ſubjoined a fort of make-weight 
Poetry, As the Pieces are alluded to in the Opzs, I 
deemed it not amiſs to publiſh them To be ſure, they 
add to the price as well as the bulk of the Pamphlet; but, 
as I ftill profeſs myſelf free from political corruption, 
notwithſtanding a wicked report to the contrary, (for GREAT 
PozTs as well as GREAT KiNnGs may be traduced) I flatter 
myſelf that thou wilt be proud of the opportunity of paying 
a ſmall tribute to PUBLIC VIRTUE, 


P. P, 


: 7 
„„ oe 


* * 
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ODE L 


: Monk Mook wintat dads hits: 
'Tis OyposITIoONn's diſappointed cry; 

A poiſon'd ſhaft to wound the beſt of Kings. 
| More Money! — tis a poor invented ſtor m,. * 
To cloud wich dire diſgrace the King of nt 
4 eee trap * « cake rings | 


More is nt little airy oy 
| To fink of popularity the gale. a 
That wafts the name of GzoRGE — aer 
A ſnake that ſhould EIT II birth. 


More "gp ru a . 0 mea 
Ta make us fick of our good King and Queen! 
"x 210111 3 N bio * nA ® - 


* 
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We have no more td give—4 truce to grants, 
That make the State a field devour'd by * wants: 11 
The ruſt that eats the canon - the rank weed ; ( 
That — 1 the, veſſels Hurſe ſublime ER pede; . | 
The worm that gnaws its native Ru ingrate, 
And opes the world of waters for its fate; 
A ſpreading cancer that demands the knife; ; 
That, wolt-like, preys upon the Nation's life. 4 
5 1 
More Money !—what a ſound ! the Gems bell 
That tolls he Conſtitutiet:s kKnell. 41 LY, G 


V batmogarnith 2worrIeOqd(© -i | cc 
Clap a hot irn OH the patriot tongue, 8 
For loading ſpotleſs Majeſty with wrong: © 


Nay tir thoſe tongues; th” offenders, from their holes, 
Foul pumps; that pour the froth from poiſo d fouls, Wi © 


The Monarch ſcorns to aſk a penny more; 5 
Tax'd to the eyes; his groans the Stare _ 92 © 
Away, then, Der amaTtion's' balefül breath; 60 
That blos on Vin rot' bod, the blight dead. * 
TT 231 u. Lalx: 6171 d aivont 2807 9:41 1 I © 
Yet ſhould it happen that the Beſt of Kings 
Should whiſper to his Miniſter. 8 0 CO i Ss EL 
e bus g Df 11 en 1/0 to 257 2v e And he 
poy 


* | 5 | 
wad * 3 woe fora mole. | tho 


4 ET 
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And bid thee Money aſk, the tempting curſe; 
Z Then firmly Thou, the Nation's ſteward, ſay 
S (With rev'rence du to Royitty, 1 pray), 


* Dread as inn mercy on Jour de. ao 8 urlg: 


5 557 
63 , j1 


O King, your excl have miſled e? 

0 Millions on millions you have had already. 5 4 

8 « Oh! kt'*Discrtrroxn from the Virtue bak * " 

« Be calf to Covi, to take JOr'BY he hand,” . 
enn 07 W Ae Nhe to erforinoRt o 


« You really do not know how rich you are: 

« Yout wealth fo Wönd' Tus Hikes your hubj eas fare, 
e $yueez'@ From! great bities; towns, and hVts: 

e Hawks ky and” Covers tin how fiick Heaps of 

ee treaſure, crorndot Al to hr 916 uh 1 ?? 

Such loads of guineas for the royal pleaſiir, go” 

e Heav'd into iron cheſts with ſhovels; 

© Then how can Majeſty be poor? 

6 Your coffers, Sir, are running "der; wor ol bab 2? 

« Thanks to Eco, of golden 
Wo mends old breeches, and ice Wlesld ticks 1 


'Y 3 „ „ 22 
1959 evoiocry ci ha) 6 Nu, eoituied od WV * 
ODE 
$75. A * 


* This is fruitleſs advice, I fear—The Pass10Ns are too 


| powerful, for the. gentle VIn TUEVs. e, rect Cres to 
| thoſe Lavizs in this Work. „io 248 


W 
"2. 301 3 241 


WJ N 3 wo # 4 * 4 . 
* . O O * D # E i # II. k 
; 37 HI + EFI TRLNG 14. | 


Sar to the King (but with profound reſpect, 
For who would manners unto Kings neglect?) 
« Dread Sir, to Hoſpitals you little grant, 

« Your magic Name ſupplying every want: 


r And then your mutton, veal, and beef, you kill, MW * 
te The ſtomachs of W Few to fill: 4 
« And A you o kill y your own: 1 lambs; 
| « * And beat old BaxgewsLL * in the breed of rams; 
10 = And never wiſh. to keep a thing for finery : : 
« Thus are parterres of Richmond and of Kew 
« Dug up for bull and cow, and ram and ewe, Il * 
* And Windſor Park, fo ende ſwinery. * 
£ 
« And lo, your Dairy thriving. 1 1 me 0. 10 : 
« As not one drop of milk deere. : . 
So ſays your little dairy-maid ſo ſwect, 
« DO beauties many a ſmile ſo gracious n meet; 
oe « And 
N 8 
en een ma fy nls Grave 


the North, 
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| « And ns: like the blooming May, 
Who ſhows the milk-ſcore ev'ry day. 
How then can Majeſty be poor? 
Ks Tor cheſts, _ muſt be "uy o'er. » 


« four les. hs expences bred, 

= © And Duke of CuunrLand®, ſo dear, are dead, 
That gave (vis /aid) your Majeſty much pain; 
«© The Nation kindly paid your Doctors bills, 
I mean the WII Iss, for toil and pills, 
“That brought you to your wiſdom, 0 again: : 
U « Then how can Mazeſty be poor? | 

e i coffers muſt be running o'er. 


We Cabbage e without * rs 

«© The Windſor Gard'ners f daily fondle. 
« Proud that heir vegetables load the Dd 
« Of Britain's n ae, Lok o! 


5 of FIN their we ſhall 12 * 
« For ſuch an Bop never ſhould be loſt: 
Vor. III. e a « Thus 
* pr Duke, « kgs anal income reverted 
to his Majeſty. Veel | 1 gl ; 
0 N Not now,—Sce the Progreſs of ADMIRATION. 
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« Thus ſhall they cry in erivinph to their neighbor 
% Crown'd were our = gue _ forefather; 


labourss yoo 59d . 
« Whole praiſe Fo” Fan 8 "fy trumpet ever 


* For giving cabbages to Kings! [ rings, 


ec Preſents of ev'ry ſort of thing are made, | 
„ Without the ſlighteſt danger of offending, 
Either from gentlemen, or men in trade: 
| cc Your Majeſties are both ſo condeſcendings. 
* Folks for acceptance never beg and pray; 
« For preſents never yet were turn d away. 


0 People meet much encouragement indeed, 
« For ſending rarities and pretty things: 
ec Although fuch rarities ye do not deed— 
« Such is the ſweet humility of Kings? 
« Then how can Majeſty be poor? 
85 Tour coliers muſt be ade o'er. 


4 
; 1 : 
5 


* Card · entertainment tis ye chiefly give, 
ee By which the Chandlers ſcarce can live: 
For ſoon as e er ye leave the little rout, . 

80 The candles are e blown cubic 
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te 80 quickly ſeiz d on by ſome candle- hark, 


& Labs and Gentlemen are in the dark; “ 


Where what has happen'd heav'n alone can tell, 
L As DarxNzss oft turns pimp t' undo a BxLLE.“ 


Seas 


| Say to thy King (but, as I've faid before, 
With due reſpect), e By 6 , you can't be poor. 
4 Sometimes a little Concert is made up, 


Ke Where nought is giv 'n to eat or ſup— 


« Where Musi makes an economic other ; 


| © Whete, with a ſolitary tweedle tweedle, 
[% <> pretty melancholy fiddle | 


"ts Squeaks at the abſence of his little brother, 


8 would be much enjoy'd, 
| © But coſts too much to be employ d! 
4 Where Frscnes's inſtrument (a frugal choice) 


t Seryes bad for Coven, and for voice 1 


5 * A oh 138 of a 1 9 this is con- 
fantly. done: the poor Maids of Honour, and the 5 Gontlemeny 
may grope . way han. they can. | 


| 
j 
| 
N 
ö 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
j 
' 
| 
| 
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© The pretty, harmleſs, modeſt Maids of Honour 


engaged.“ In ſhort, the inſolence of fingers and performers i 


| 
| 
N 
| 
1 
| 
| 


« As BiLLINcTox and Mara, to the King, 
& And that perverſe nn will not wi 


«& Lo! by ſome Woman's md (fie upon her 27 7” 
« Are forc'd to furniſh for their beds, the ſheet; 14 
cc The pillow-caſes too, ſays Fame, | 
« By order of ſome high-commanding Dame, 
To whoſe ſweet ſoul economy is ſweet. 


10 Dear Maids of Honour wt ſin of ſins, 
4% That Britain can't accommodate your ſkins! 


te Poor GunznosITY i is ſadly lam. d; | 
« And yet the noble beaſt was ne'er r rode hard— 
« Pale, cold Economy ſeems quite aſham d, 
&© Who never plays an idle card: 5 5 1 
Inu 


* When Monſieur NIicor ai, his MajesTY's frft favourite, 
firſt fiddle, and frft news-monger, went with his Majzsrr's 
commands to Madam ST***#*, to aſſiſt at a hrt of a concert at 
Buckingham-houſe, the Songſtreſs, ſmiling on him with the moſt 
ineffable contempt, aſked him, What, Nicol Al, I am to ſing 
at the old price, I ſuppoſe ?” meaning nothing“ My compli- 
ments to your Maſter and Miſtreſs, and tell them I am better 


titoletabte;; In other countries, the bare honour of fingmg and 
playing to Majesry is thought ample" ricompence; det now, 
indecd, the Mercenaries expect money retuneration ! 1 | 
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| « Nay, Avarics, her mother, with ſurpriſe 
* Turns up the whites, fo ſad, of both her eyes. 


To Wit, ye nothing give—to Learning nought : : 

« Lo, in his garret, MATHEMATICS pines, 
Where, hungry after bread and cheeſe and thought, 
He forms with brother ſpiders uſeleſs lines. 


« Th' expence 1 * New-Year's Ode i is felt no more! 
C Thus is that needleſs, tuneleſs hubbub 0 er: 
« All praiſe muſt centre in the Birth- day Song: 
“ The Virtues muſt be lump'd together —yes! 
« And then (if Jubjefts may preſume to gueſs) 
» The LAUREAT need not make i it very long. 


et A load of praiſe is nauſeous ſtuſſ 
Sin, don't you think, at times, one line enough? 
_« What's chriſten'd Merit, often wants a crutch; | 
* Thus then a ſingle line may be too much. 
K 3 «I 
© This Court Farce, in conſequence of a ſcantineſs of public 
virtue, and a univerſal ridicule, was, for a ſeaſon or two, 
diſmiſſed.” Great events, however, unexpectedly happening, 


the Lyric warwhoop has been called in again to ſound their 
praiſes, 3 | 
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te In vain the Firſt of Poets tunes his pipe; 
© His whiſtle ne'er ſqueez'd ſixpence from your gripe 
« Vain all Epiſtles, vain his heav'nly Odes: 
te No, no! poor PzTer may his ſtrain prolong ; 
% The dev'l a farthing will reward his ſong, 
The ſong that ſhould have celebrated Gods! 


* In vain for Royal patronage he ſigh'd: 
e In vain (ſome ſay) the modeſt Bard apply'd 
08 To gain his book your patroniſing name. 
te And if this Bard, whom all the NIBE inſpire, 
te Inſtead of generous oil to feed his "A 

ce Finds cold cold water flung upon his flame 1 
6e If he, ah! vainly ſighs for dedication, | 


1 


ce Woe to the witlings of the Nation 


* What though uncouth his ſhape, and dark his face; 

- © Whoſe breeding Mother might for charcoal long; 

** Still may the Bax D abound in verſe and grace, 
Fe And love for Majeſty, divinely it Tong: 


i Tuben . not, Sean; a clumy form ſo fat, 
e And /ombrephiz, Dame Nature's work, unkind: 
Great mouſing qualities, with many a cat, 


Of perfect vglineſs => lodging find. 


« Obſerve 


46 


ET” 


& Cc 


50 
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« Obſerve a fat, black, greaſy lump of coal; 
Lo, to that moſt ungraceful piece of earth, 


* A warm and lively luſtre owes its birth ; 
* A flame in his world, pleaſant to the ſoul. 


Fo ſhapeleſs clouds; that, waggon- like, along 
Move cumb'rous, ſcowling on the twilight heav'n, 
te At times, behold, the pureſt ſnows belong! 
Fo ſuch, of rain the lucid drops are giv'n: 
* Nay,-'mid the maſs ſo murky and forlorn, | 
„ Behold the lightning's viyid beam is born!” 
Say—* Mighty Monarch, modeſt Menrr pines, | 
| © Hid like the uſeleſs gem amid the mines. 
«& Your gracious ſmile, which all the world reveres, 
% Your wealth had open d her pale cloſing eye, 
e Which Hop ance brighten'd with a ſpark of joy, 
ee AnderuelDisaypoInTMENT quench'd with tears.“ 


K 4 2 D 
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Tux unto Majeſty ſhalt thou repeat 5 

The lines that are to Majeſty a treat, 

Proverbs that economic ſuuls revere; 

To wit A pin a day's a groat a rear 

« A little ſaving is no ſin! ie 
e Near is my ſhirt, but nearer is my gan- — 

A penny ſaw d, a penny got — 

“ Tis money makes the old mare trot' 

Then ſay, © With ſuch wiſe counſellors, * * 

© No Monarch ever can be ee” | 


his too, © Great Sir, kin is very rich; 
« Witneſs the di'monds lodg'd in ev'ry ftirch 
-« Of Madam's petticoat,* of broad effulgence ; 
«© Where flame ſuch jewels on its ample field, 
« As only to her charms and virtues yield, 
« So very noble, God's and Man's indulgence! 
| | Now 
This famous petticoat affordeth a pleaſant hiſtory—one part 


of which 1s, that it was watched all night by a certain Great 
Man, on a particular occaſion, to prevent its being ſtolen. 
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1 raiſe thy tone a little n 


« Not *Squire, for that's impertinent, but * SIR E, 
Firm ſnalt thou ſay, <* The Realm is not a . 
„ Quick, with a word, to make the guineas ſtart, 
To pleaſe a Monarch's gold-admiring heart 
In ſhort, BATAxIA grumbles in her gizzard. 


* Sire, let me fay, the Realm will ſmell a rat, 
And cry, Oh! oh! I know what ye are at- 
tee. I this your cunning, Maſter. BIILr Prrr? 
What, Maſter BrLLy ! try to touch his Grace? 
To keep your. moſt, moſt honourable place? 

F Is this your flaming patriotic fit: 


Thick as may be the head of poor John Bull, 
The beaſt hath got /me brains within his ſkull ; 
A pair of dangerous borns, too, let me add "S 
# Dare but to make the Wan creature aa 


Thus 5 thay decently hs voice 1 1 
And add, Soft fires, O Monarch, make ſweet b 
The kiln, much fore d, may blaze about our ears, 
« And then may FATE be buſy with his ſheers— 

00 For then, with all his fame, your daring "SQUIRE. 
May, rat-like, ſqueak unpitied in the fire.” 

4 Proclaim 
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Prociaim that Reputation is a jewel, 
And life, without it, merely water-gruel; 
Say, that a King who ſeeks a deathleſs name, 
Turns not to neuus- papers to find a fame; 
Where paragraphs (a Miniſterial job) 

Report the half- crown howlings of a Mob. 


Inform the Monarch, when he goes to heav'n, 
Verſe to his parting ſpirit may be giv'n; . 

Ev'n Peter's verſe, for which a thouſand figh— 
Verſe which the PozT evin'to Brutes * can give, 
To bid their lucky names immortal live, 

Yet to a King the facred gift deny ! : 


Say, « Sire; we've erippted the poor Pn backs; 


ce Poor jaded, worn-out, miſerable hacks; 
“ How *tis they bear it all, is my a 
te J cannot catch another tax indeed, 
7e With all your fox-hounds' noſes, and my ſpeed, 
66 Four eee erg though al teeth and eyes 


This uneinig true. 1. the Lyric PETER, aſſert, that I 
have written a moſt beautiful Elegy to an old Friend, a Dying 
Aſs, with more feeling than I could J eng the deaths of 
half the e Tape e 


ec The 


F 


MORE MONEY, 139 


| & The State, Sir, you will candidly allow, 

„ Has been t'ye a moſt excellent milch cow 

te For you, too, many a bucket has been filld— 
«-But truſt me, Sir, the cow muſt not be Eil. 


© © So numerous are thy wants, and they ſo keen, 

| „ That verily a hundred thouſand pounds 
| «Seem juſt as in a bulleck's mouth a bean! 
9 "6 A pound of butter midſt a pack of hounds! 
Have mercy on us, Sir—you can't be poor— 
* Your coffers. really muſt be running o'er.” 


# 


Say, © S1Rx, your wiſdom is prodigious great! 
e Then do not put your ſervant in a ſweat— 

e He hates ſnapdragon—'tis a game of danger 
| The ſound, more money, the whole realm appalls; 
Fe Still, ſtill it vibrates on SAINT STEPHEN's walls; | 

"Pi Our beaſt, the PusLic, ſoon muſt gnaw the 


” - 
manger. 


Say, « Good my Liege, indeed there's no more hay ; 
_ © Kind-hearted King, indeed there's no more corn; 
# Our hack, OLn Exer an, fadly falls away; 

ff Lean as lean RosixANTE, and forlorn.“ 


* 
+ „ 


140 ' MORE MONEY. 


Say, Sire, your Parliament I dare not meet; 
« For verily I've ſome remains of grace: 
< If forc'd' with money-meſlages* to greet, 
«© Your Majeſty muſt lend me H———-zry's face, 


: The cry of More Money, more Money,” brings to recol- 
lection a little dialogue, amongſt the many, that happened be. 
tween the KIR e of the Mosquirtozs and myſelf, in the 
Government-houſe at Jamaica, during the adminiſtration of 
the late Sir WILLIAM TRELAWNY.— His MajzsrY was a very 
Kout black man, exceedingly ignorant, nevertheleſs poſſeſſed of 
the ſublimeſt ideas of Royalty; very riotous, and grieyouſy 
inclined to get drunk. He came to me one day, with a voice 

more like that of a bullock than a king, roaring, ** Mo drink 
for King, mo drink for King!“ 


- ie 
King, you are drunk already. 


KING: 


No! no King no drunk —King no drunk —Mo drink for 
King — Broder George love dripk (meaning the King of 
England). | | 

Lo P.. 
Broder George does not love drink : he is a ſober man. 


Kino. 


But King of Moſquito love drink—me will — mo 8 
me love drink like devil me drink whole ocean. 


& I knoy 


e. 


for 


W 


| « Sire, Sire, the moment that I mention Moxzr, 
rm fore the anſwer will be © Nix Nouur.E 
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I know what Parliament will ſay, ſo d 


More money, Mas TER BitLy ! very fine! 


| « The impudence of highwaymen, my lad, 


By G—! is perfect modeſty to thine.” mn 


7 


Al 


Ll 


A D * vi. 


* 


3 


i Noy ow, Pier, put forth A mal prophetic found; 5 
Say, ” Kinss ſhould keep their ſtate, but not be 


rich! 


r ſay, © they never ſhould with wealth abound, 


As money might the royal mind bewitch.” 
Gambling Monarchs pofibly may ſpring, 
Y 1 Stocks be at the mercy of a King 


And if for Boroughs ſigh their great affections, 
| © Rare buſineſs for the DEvIl at elections; 
| © A Monarch offering his own heads and notes! 


A King and Cobbler quarrelling for votes!“ 
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Then lift thine head, and alſo lift thine eyes, 
And drawing of chy mouth the corners down; 
Exclaim (as ſtricken with a deep ſurpriſe), 
Not that I think a man who wears a crown 
te Would act ſo meanly, Sir, or ever did— 
No] God forbid, dread Sovereign God forbid!” 


Such are my counſels, Pirr.— Thy King, perchance, 
May, ſmiling, hear thee oracles advance; 

And pitying thee for hinting reformation 

To ſuch a King of /uch a Nation, 

May ſtun thee with two proverbs all ſo pat— 

* What, what, PiTT— Play a jig to an old Cat? 
* What, preach—what, preach to me on Money- wit 
Old Foxes want no tutors,” BiLLy Pirr.“ 


*. Reformation is a moſt difficult and dangerous ſubjet— 
Hazarding a critique on the work of a very eminent Artiſt, ſome 
years ago, what was the conſequence ? See the Ode. | 
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the „loving Eleg y was "written 0 on the Royal Scheme 


of fattenin & Cattle "ſolely on Horſe-cheſnuts, which 
( bad it "ſucceeded ) muſt have been attended with © 
prodigious ſavings. The Bullacks tried what they 
could do, but were forced to gfue up the point, and 
e the ie ghef 7 | 


[THE ROYAL BULLOCKS. 


A CONSOLATORY AND PASTORAL ELEGY. 


Ve bord inhabitants of Windſor Park, 


Where fteign'd ſweet HoseiTaLITY of yore, 
Why are ye not as merry as the lark ? 
Why is it that ſo diſmally ye roar? 


Ah me] I gueſs the cauſe !—our glorious King 


Would fatten cattle in the cheapeſt way 8 
It is, it is, horſe · cheſnuts that's the thing 4 
Which gives each face che cloud of dire Ailing, 


100 N . Say, 
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Say, do the prickles ſtab each gentle beard ? i y 
Ye wiſh t 'oblige the King; but ah! with pain | 4 
Ye. turn them, round and round, to bite afrard, * 


And, faintly mumbling, drop them 0 out again. 


Fain would I a you hh better meat 5 ; 
God knows I pity every plaintive tone 5 ; 
Gladly your gums with turnips would I greet, : : Y 

And give the fragrant > to ſoothe each groan, 
Y 
_ are the nuts too ſolid to be chew'd ?P— | 
of want of nut=crackers do ye complain? 2 


Ye make up awkward mouths upon your food ; 
But plaint of ev ry ſort is pour d in vain, 


Cond emmid 67 fuck hard here os ſup and dine, 
And often by its ſtubborm nature foibd + 

Perhaps ye wiſh it roaſted, gentle Kine, 
Or probably ye wiſh it ſtew'd or boild. 


But obals coft money labour muſt be fav d 
Now, this would prove a great experics indeed: 12 
Ah! Kine, by ſuch economy OY,” —_— 
Your belies grumble and your mouths ei bled I 


ee | You il -- 


ur 
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; Your leannefs mortifies the King of Nations: 
ö - Diſpleas'd, he wonders that ye won't grow fat: 
Vour high back-bones employ his ſpeculations, 


Much your lank bellies exerciſe his chat. 


I The Man whoſe lofty head adorns a crown, : 


That floutly ſtudies bullocks, pigs, and books, 


q Wants much to ſee you knock'd by butchers down, . 


And hung i in fair array upon their hooks. 


Yet, murm' ring creatures, life is vaſtly ſweet 


For life, were I a bullock, I ſhould ſigh; MW 


Much rather make a ſacrifice to meat, 
# Live on borje-chefnuts, than on turnips die. 


1 
4 4 * 


A MORAL REFLECTION ; 


"ON THE PRECEDING ELEGY. 


e canto b ET.» 
"Ani enten minging ſport vin bet fond; 
Toke II. . L "2, mn 


1 * 


we A MORAL REFLECTION. | 


Then gliſt' ning, in a ſtrain of triumph ery, 


« 
« .Yourthroats, young/gentlefolks, will ſoon be cut 
«& You, ſweet Miſs Lamb, moſt ſpeedily ſhall die 14 
. 6 Maſter Calf, be * ** 
How can the 1 tongue, amid the mingled noiſe : 7 
Of gooſe, duck, turkey, Pigeon, cock and hen, 0 | 
Exclaim e Aye, aye, good fowls, your cackling joys | þ 
© Soon ceaſe, to fill with mirth the mouths of men?” 
= Vf i Meow" gf 
I cannot meet the lambin! s aſking eye, . [. 
Pat her ſoft neck, and fill her mouth with food, 
Then lay, ce Ere evening comerhy thou ſhalt die, | I 
And drench the knives of butchers 1 with thy blood,” 
I cannot fling with Hb'ral hand the grain, d 
And tell the feather'd race ſo bleſt around, 
Fot me; &c.night; ye feel of death' the pain; F 
With 9 necks 2 Amer on nabe! ground, 
Ham vile, creatures of th Alomighty's s hand; WF 4 
% Enjoythe: fruits that huunteous a yields; 
4 rene at your eaſe along the: funny land; \ 


ke dhe free ain and fearch the fright "FY 


1 


nn g I 


oy Go, 
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Go, and be happy in your mutual loves 
No violence ſhall ſhake your ſhelter d home; 
| « 'Tis life and liberty ſhall glad my groves : 
The cry of murder ſhall not damn my dome: 


; Thus ſhould I ſay, were mine a houſe and land— 2 
: And lo, to me a parent ſhould ye fly, 5 . 
: And run, and lick, and peck with love my hand, 

5 f crowd around n me e with a fearleſs e eye. 1 | 
And you, O wild inhabitants of air, 
* To bleſs, and to be bleſt, at PzTzx's call, 

© Invited by his kindneſs, ſhould repair ; 

| Chirp on his roof, and hop amidſt his hall, 


No ſchoolboy's hand ſhould dare your neſts invade, 
And bear to cloſe captivity your young: 
Pleas'd would I ſee them flutter from the ſhade, 
And to my window call the ſons of ſong. 


And You, O natives of the flood, ſhould play 
Unhurt amid your cryſtal realms, and ſleep : 
No hook ſhould tear you from your loves away ; 
No net ſurrounding form its fatal ſweep. 


ad Ld | Pleas'd 


Pleas'd ſhould I gaze upon your gliding throng, 
To ſport invited by the ſummer beam; 


Now moving in moſt ſolemn march along, 
Now darting, leaping from the dimpled ſtream. 


A MORAL REFLECTION. 


How far more grateful to the ſoul the Joy, wa 
Thus daily, like a ſet of friends, to treat wk 
Than, like the bloated epicure, to cry, 3 
* Zounds! what rare dinners!—Gods! how! could 
eat ye!” 
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"MY DYING ASS, PETER 


[Fat END of my youthful days, for ever Ph .. | 
| When whini and harmleſs folly rul'd the hour; 
Ah! art thou ſtretch d amid the ftraw at laſt |—' 


i | Theſe eyes with tears thy dying looks — 


Bleſ would I fofien thy hard bed of hat” | 

And with new_floods the fount of life ſupply: = 

Yes, Psrzk bleſt would I prolong thy breath, 
Renew each nerve, and cheet thy beamleſs eye. 


| But * wiſh ? Thy lot is that of all: 
Thy friend who mourns, muſt yield to Narva 3 
law— 


Like thee muſt al. wy o'er each dank ning ball, 
Will Dꝛara- $ cold hand th'eternal curtain draw. 


Renn thou lifeeſt 1 up hy feeble head; Ces 
And mark'ſt me dimly, with a dumb adieu; 
| And thus amid thy hopeleſs. looks I read, 


os At 1 is thy ſervant, and his moments few. 
L 3 | « With 
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With thee no more the hills and vales I tread ! 

« Thoſe times, ſo happy, are for ever o'er — 

« Ah! why ſhould Far fo cruel cut our thread, 
1 04 pe. © Mendlinp Hannan meer yo more? 


% O, when theſe languid lids are ſhut by Fart 3 
O, let in peace theſe aged limbs be laid 

90 Mid that loy'd field which ſaw us oft of late, 
0 — our far rite willow” 8 ample Bude | 


& And if my Maſter chance to wander nigh, ü 
« Beſide the ſpot where Pxrzz s bones repoſe ; ; 
« Let your paar ſervant claim. one little be: 


. 2 
4 - 


Yes, thou poor Sera, yes—thy wiſh is mine— 
Tes, be thy grave beneath the 1 illow” 8 gloom— 
7 here ſhall the ſod, the oreeneſt ſod, be thine ; 


And there the brighteſt flow'r of Spring ſhall bloom, 


Ofc to the field as Hearty my footſtep draws, 
Thy turf ſhall ſurely catch thy Maſter's eye; 


There on thy ſleep of death ſhall Fareypgrre pauſe, 


| Dwell on paſt days, and leave thee with a ſigh. 


; {1 17 7 15 5 $ £25 Fs 
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Sweet is remembrance of our youthful hours, 
When Ivnoceyce upon our actions ſmil'd ! 
| What though AnBTTION ſcorn'd our humble pow'rs, 
1; * a wild * and I a cub as wild? 


| Pad will I tell how of we us'd to roam; 

| How oft we wander d at the peep of morn; 

| Till NroaT had wrapp'd the world in ſpectred gloom, 
And Siren lien d to the beetle's hom. 


| Thy »victories will I recount with joy; 
The various trophies by thy fleetneſ won; 
And boaſt that I, thy playfellow, a2 boy, 
Deine the * ba fmaſake Fun. done. 


Yes, AY det SIG yields at times to Many 
Amidſt my friends I oft will give our tale; 
When lo, thoſe friends will ruſh thy ſod to ſee, 


And call thy pram region PerTtr's Wake: 


203-1 
. Peres” s racing powers were ; pray * Send a for * — 
| ſirength ke might juſtly have been called the Hercules of jack. aſſes. 
It would probably be too Jndicrous here to affirm, that for a 
ſoftenuto he might, with equal juſtice, have n To a only 
the 3 but the Alb. 
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AN ACADEMIC ODE. 


[ This Ode 1 5 * rh Show and WAS is miſlaid 5 


"= if 


fortunateiy recovered. It hinteth at the univerſal rage fir 


Reputation, and attacheth Painters who pitifully Wince 
r fuel of Cri ee 


Atan whi has not fondneſs br a name? 
Lo, Narunk wove it in our infant frame! 
From ear-delighters, down to ear-confounders, 
Each vainly fancies he poſſeſſes killing tones; 
Ev'n from the Maxas and the Birtixerons, oy 


at tht 


Down to the wide-mouth' raſcals crying flounders: 


| Nay, watchmen deem their merits no way ſmall, 
Proud of a loud, clear, melancholy bawl ; 


Nay, proud too of that inſtrument the rattle, 


That draws the ere brotherhood to battle, 


Yes, N much a in human nature 

Like mad dogs, that abhor the Rr; 

; The Painters hate to hear their faults diſplay'd; 

And though I ſing them in the ſweeteſt rhymes, 

Such are the reformation-curſing times, a 5 
The fooliſh fellows wiſh the Poet dead 


Now 
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Nom this is huge depravity, fear; 
My Tale, too, proveth it, as noon- day clear. 


1 | — — 
for 125 
the . 


THE TALE OF VAN TRUMP. 

Mynuzzs Van TRuMe, who painteth very well, 

| Flam'd at my gentle criticiſms, like hell- 
% Poor. vretch .(cry'd Tauur), I'm much dat 
rogue's ſuperiors— 2. 

* ven he, poor louſy dog, be ded an rot, 
1 van Tauur by pepels vill not be forgot, 
e But lif in all de mouths of my en 


Meaning, indeed, by this ſeverity, 
His name would live to all poſterity. 


| Upon a day, ſome goodly folks and fine 

| Arriv'd, to barter praiſe for beef and wine; 

| AcapeMiIcIans were the wights, I trow, A 
The very men to dine with VAN and VRO W. ; 


To Madam Txume did fall the carving work; 
$0 ſticking in a fow!'s ſoft breaſt her fork— 


cc I vich 


1 
| 
| 
\- 
| 
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| 
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| 
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& T viſh this fork,” (quoth angry Madam Tzxvuyy, 
Wriggling from ſide to ſide her angry rump) 
«© Were now as deep in Pzver PinpaR's heart. 
& Vell zed—dat's clever—Jantelmans, dat's vit,“ 
Quoth Van—<* ſpake ir vonce more, my dear, a bit— 
© Now don't you tink, Sirs, dat my Vrow's dam 


: a * ” F , ; > 
I \ ö 1 5 . ＋ 5 I "W. | 9 
. VE = 3 "of : Ty ; ; # =. ; 


te Now, JanTetMans, I ax you if you pleaſe,” 
Roar d Van, upſtarting—catching fire like tinder— MW in 
To drenk von dam goot bumper pon our knees— A 
« Come, Sits, Damnation to dat PłrER Pix DAR.“ 
Plumb down the great Academicians fell, 


And . e to bell! "Wh 
| | | E 

Such is, I bluſh to. 975 the dev'lifh: and 5 
Too oſt contaminating: poor Mankind! A 
A 


| rt too a little Moral may be ſcen: 


Reformers are good folks the million hate; 
And who, if hang d, or ſhot, or burnt, I ween, KR | 
Repentant, find their ſolly out, 100 Tate; 
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TEE PROGRESS OF ADMIRATION ; 


rar WINDSOR GARDENERS. 
m 


; Wenn their MajzesTiEs to Windſor went, 
Wich what ?——with gaping on the Rovar Pax: 
- I Indeed from Eaft and Weſt and · North and South, 
KArrivd large cargoes both of eye and mouth, 
To feaſt on Majuery their gape and dae. 


1 
N * % 1 7 


| Not punch, the mighty Punch, the prince of joke, 
Eer er e ſuch a 18 of folk. To DEER 


* 
18 
14a 


Habe 


1 the thouſands full of nn 15101 

Appear'd fair Windſor s Gardening NaTion, 

| Blazing with Loyalty's bright torches :/ 912} eee 

They humbly came their Ma JESTIES to greet, 

Begging their MajzsrIes to come and treat, | i 2 
On ey ry fort of fruit, their grand Allforches. | 1 ? 

The Covupz fuil'a aſſent, and aſk'd grand queſtions, 

# $1 


Reſoly'd to da th their grand digeſtions. S: 
| 5715911103 i 
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Forth went his MajzsTY, ſo condeſcending— 
Forth went our gracious Que, the fruits commend- 
Munching away at a majeſtic rate: [ing 
The Gardeners ſaw themſelves beſpread with glory; 
Told unto all the ale-houſes the ſtory; 
Which houſes did again the tale relate. 

Yes, they were all ſo pleas'd that their poor things 
Should find ſuch favour in the mouths of — 
So happy at the ſudden turn of fate, 

As though e e e 


With awe deep-ſtricken were the 8 mute 
So ſharp they ey d them as they ate their fruit 
. Mary'ling to find that ſuch as wear a crown | 
Had actions very much like theirs | in eating; ; 
And that they mov'd, when pines and ne&'rines greeting, 
Their jaws like other people, #p and down; 
And that, like many folks, they ate a deal 
Making (chat i is to ſay) a ee meal. 


Abd pow the Gang DENERS, all on ky wanted 
To ſend to MajzsTY rare things twas granted. 
Both horſe and foot ſo labour d to embark it! 
80 much indeed unto their GRA CES came, 
In conſequence of this moſt loyal flame, 
The palace look'd like Covent-Garden Market, 
| And 


S 
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And lo, their MaJesTIES vent forth each day, a 
Their compliments to dainty fruits to pay: 


The Gardeners met them with beſt looks and bows ; 


| And chen the royal reputation rais'd— 


The vegetable wiſdom highly prais'd 
Of Gon on the glorious, and his glorious Srovse. 


| They told of - Windſor town the gaping throng, - 


What taſte did unto Majeſty belong; 
As how they pick'd the 4;f—itrange to relate too, 


As how their eyes were of ſuch lofty ſtature ; 


Fil'd with ſo much ſublimity their nature, 


| They look'd not on an onion or potatoe— 


Which ſhow'd a noble patroniſing ſpirit, | 


And prov'd that ev'n in fruit they favour'd merit. 


Reader, prepare to drop thy jaw with wonder! 


Prepare thee now to hear a ſound like thunder! 
The Gardeners, lo, with Majeſty grew tir 'd! 
No more their gracious viſitors defir'd ! 

In ſhort, when Monaxcas did themſelves diſplay, - 


| The Gardeners, bond fide, ran away; 


Finding a /ort of vacuum mongſt their fruit, 
That did not much their /cheme of thriving ſoit. . - 
: For 
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For Majusty- gives nongbt to ſubjects, mind 
Honour and money would be much too kind: 
The royal ſmile, and guinea's glorious rays, 

Like as would kill them n the blaze. 


They 8 birth to 8 1637, 


And fancy Monarcns much like common folk: 


Therefore no more, when MajgsTits were coming, 


Whiſtling and laughing, ſmiling, ſinging, - humming, 
They-gap'd, and, bleſſing their ns. 
Leap'd at their e yu like fiſn * 


#7 $58 1 F 


Thus did I hal run from W and K "ip ; 


Which ſhows the changeful tolly,of mankind— | 
By growing tir'd and ſick of a good thing 
To actual happineſs, alas! ſtone-blind ! 


>, 


For what in this our earthly, world can ſpring, 


That's equal to a wiſe and glorious Kine ? . 
What in this world of wonders can be ſeen, 
That's equal to a ſweet and generous Quzzn ? 


* The ſtory of . not being lies to every one, is 
this: The young lady, ambitious of enjoying Jupiter in all his 
glory, periſhed amidſt the ſublime effulgence of the God. 
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| To fancy otherwiſe, alas! what fin it is! 

From ſuch: profane opinion hom I ſhrink | 

| There muſt be ſamething great; for they too think 
| Thenfelues great Gods, or caufors of Divinities! 


| No more thoſe dogs the Gard ners ponder d hom 

| To ſay fine words, and make a loyal bow ::. 
No more they felt a choaking in the throat: 
| No more look d up and down, and wink'd:aſkew, 

| Poor ſouls! and, filly, wiſt not what to do, 

When with 3 ROYAL VISAGE Mn 


4. mere] * + / XV 4 J. 
1 


e. Cl 306 ; 


No, no! hs PT RO TE. - * 
| No longer like ſome ſtupid Jack abs e 1 

| Beſide a miller's door; or gate, or PT | 

In deep and ſilent meditation loſt, 

| To Majeſty were drawn their heads 0 8 
No- they were off all admiration-fick;  . 
| The ſmiles of M JesTY deem'd farce—all . 
The eee not Wann _ 


95 2 3k +: {: ef $24 


ouch is fad repetition, O ye Gads1! /; 
And this may really happen to my/Odes!. 
Ar | = Men 
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Men of huge titles and exalted places 
Should at a diſtance commonly. hes) 
Eyes ſhould not be familiar with their faces; 
Then Won ok goes a courting to each mien. 


Lo, NovzLTy's'a barber's ſtrap or hone, 
That keenneſs to the razor-paſſions gives: 
Usz weareth out this barber's ſtrap or ſtone; 
Thus tis by NoveLTyY, EnJoyMEnT lives. 
012-03 351%: ON HIM ba 0 
In Love, a ſweet example let us ſeek: 
] have it—CynTH1a's ſoft luxuriant neck— 
Fix'd on the charm; how pleas'd the eye can dwell 
How ſighs the hand within the gauze to creep, 
Mouſe- like, and on the ſnowy hills to ſleep, 
Rais d by the moſt delicious, gentle ſwell ; 
Like gulls, thoſe birds that riſe, and now ſubſide, 
Bleſt on ond ORR OP __ 1 


But let "wy breaſt b be als 1 3 

| Wilhes, and ſighs, and longings, all are . 
Away the hurrying palpitations fly! 

Dxsinx lies dead upon the OE eye! 

Sunk into inſipidity is rapture | 

Thus finiſheth of Love the ſimple chapter! 


This 
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This is a pretty leſſon, though not true; 

A leſſon fit for Gentile or for Jew: | 

| For Lovx, the cooing, ſweet, perſuaſive pigeon, 

| Gains all the globe indeed to his religion: 
Throughout the world his humble vot'ries pray, 

And worſhip him exactly the ſame way. 

| Other religions kill—are torn by ftrife ; 

| Love kifes, and, what's ſweeter ſtill, gives /jfe! 


- 
— 


| ADDRESS TO THE VIRTUES. 


I! 


AN ODE. 


An, Viarun, ye are 0 creatures; | 

| But then ſo meck and feeble in your natures | 
Thou charming Cnasrrry now, par exemple, 

Who gard'ſt the luſcious lip, and ſnowy breaſt, 

And all that maketh wiſhing ſhepherds bleſt, 

Forbidding thieves on ſacred ground to trample. 


You, III. Pre a Appear 
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Appear but Love, the ſavage, all is loſt; 

Faint, trembling, bluſhing, thou giv'ft up the ghoſt: 
Lo, there's an end of all thy mincing care! 

The field ſo guarded, in the TyranT's pow'r; - 

Each fence torn down, deſpoild each moſſy bow'r, 
All, all is rudely plunder'd, and laid bare. 


VigTuss ! ye Slunder d on our world, I fear— 
Deſign'd, I ween, for ſome more gentle ſphere; 
Where the wild Pass ioxs ſtorm ye not, nor teaze ye; 
Where ev'ry animal's a mild MaRcHEs:. 


I know your parentage and education 
Born in the ſkies—a lofty habitation; 
But for a perfect ſyſtem were intended, 

3 2 people never needed to be 8 


How could ve think the PasSIONS to withſtand, 
Thoſe roaring BLavzs ; ſo out of all command, 
Whole lighteſt touch would pull you all to pieces? 
They are Gorans—you but Jittle Misr. 
Then pray go home again, cach pretty Dzarm 
Ye but g ocs yourſelyes by coming bere. 


THE 
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| At rr Por OTENTATE,. "of 5 e 

| Inquiſitive indeed | and fond of learning, in wol 
| From Windſor oft danc'd down to Eton College, 
| To make himſelf a pincuſhion of knowledge; 
| That is, by gleaning pretty little ſcraps 
| Of CæsAR, nn. * ſuch chaps. 


| There vely would he of bee the e 


i Faſt as a jack-fly, very often faſter— 


Narri! becauſe ſo like himſelf—Great things! | 


"1 Young gentlemen whoſe parents are but poor. 


Wasa wel 163 1 


On Horn, Voll, PinDAR, my relation, 


Now jack-flies } have a ſweet acceleration. | 
Oft aſk'd he queſtions about ancient Kings— : 


He aſk'd if Cxan ever did inſiſt, | R 
That if his Miniſter would keep his place, | 


That Miniſter ſhould always have the grace 
To mind Makler of Civit. Lisr; EE 


Whether great aan ever ſent his 8 

To ſtudy all the Claſſics and great guns, 

And bring of art and ſcience home a ſtore, 
To Gorrisezx (his money wiſely hoarding), Sid #4 
As Gr Ex is vaſtly cheap for boarding 


M 2 He 
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He aſk'd if CæsAR's ſoul was fond of knowing 

What all the neighbourhood was daily doing; | 
What went into the pot, or on the ſpit 

How much in houſe-keeping they yearly ſpent, 

And if, like honeſt folks, they paid their rent, 
Or __ of viQuals to the kh 2 bit, 


If * ever to a este went, 
With Lords and Ladies of his Court ſo grand, 
And hours on hops and hoops and hogſheads ſpent, 
So wiſe, with ſome great WHITBREAD of the land; 
And tarried till he did the Brewer tite, | 
And made the Brewer's horſe and dog admire; $ 
And curious draymen into hogſheads creeping, 
Sly rogiis, and es the bungholes Peeping 


Whether great Chnan a was ſo ty. an 8 

As from the very ſervants to inquire, 

And know much better than the 'SQUIRE Line 
The buſineſs 1 each I ring oy : 


2 


As why the n J EHVU went 05855 

Which of the drivers, Wan be l "7.0 
Which of the footmen with-Svsanxa lj, 
And got the charming chambermaid with child. 

; 1 e ene notre nt T He 


— 
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| He aſk'd if CæsAR's ſervants all } 364g | 

Were, cat- like, all good mouſers, earn'd FRY wages; 

Sought news from ſtreet and tayern, bulk and ſtall, 

| Like Nico At, the Prince of Pages; " 
And whether Cs AR, with ferocious looks, 

* a * n Lousz, and ſhav'd his e 


If "So 8 M mitder gave half-a- crown 116 
{ To ſhoe-blacks, and the ſweepers of the town, | 
Io howl, and ſwear, and clap him at the Play; 3 
: And, when unto the Senate-houſe he rode, 

| To ſpread their ell-wide lantern jaws abroad, 
And roar moſt bull-like when he came away. 


He aſk d if might Cu- s wife 

Had ever Maids of Honour in her liſe, 

| Like any modern economic Queen; 

J And if, of ſweet and ſaving wiſdom full, 
| The faving Empreſs ever made a rule, 


So keen, indeed ſo very, very keen, 


| T hat all the herd of honourable riaids; 
Who wiſh'd to ſleep in comfortable beds, 
Should purchaſe their own ſheets and pillow-caſes, 


To treat their gentle backs, and blooming faces. 
M 3] Whether 
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Whether great CæsAR, fond of heaping riches, 
Wore ſhoes with holes, and pieces to his breeches; 
If CsAR gave his ſervants handſome wages, 


Convers'd ith . 2 e e wich * | 


Hy 


If CAR akin Empreſs us d to pop 

Their heads, ſo grand, into a tradeſman' $ top 
And haggle for a pennywerth of tape; 

And eke for flannel, inkle, ha” or check, 

Or yard = red cloth for the Emp't ror's beck 
T * Is to = to os his © Coat + a Gap. | 


; © 


a ES, 


SILLS 


Such as the CASTLE-TAVERN,. 55 beſt cheer; 
In ſtrong, indeed, and moſt perſuaſive words, 
Praiſing the landlord's wine, and bread, and beer 


Alſo the 3 oth, 5 foft beds, 6 

To lodge their own and horſes gentle heads; F 
Ord'ring Lords there, with all their caſo to part— 
But never, never go to the WHITE ar. 


He aſk d if hy Cane lord N 
That is, ee only, viz. Nan 1 4 


And 
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| And eke the Commons, deern'd a vulgar maſs, | 
| Form'd by the wiſdom of Almighty God, 
To carry on their backs a heav'nly load, 
Juſt like a — elephant, or aſs. 


f is cut up palaces for pens, 

And unto butch'ring ſtrongly did incline ; | 

| Sold geeſe and turkeys, ducks, and cocks, and hens, 
| Andfatten'd cows, and calves, and ſheep, and ſwine; 
| In rams ſurpaſs'd him (of ram-glory full), 

| Or, glorious; eyer beat him in a bull, 


| He aſk d if Cas an did not find 

| Some cunning fellow for a hind, 
Prepar'd with ffrange accounts to meet un 

| And in his pigs and ſheep and bullocks cheat him; 
And whether CsAR did not flily watch him; 
ee e eee * 5 


If like Pro Ae on miſchief i, 

A Mantua-maker drew a ruſty knife, 
To cleave the Emperor in twain, the huſſey, 
Fright'ning the Emperor out of his life. 


M 4 
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He aſk'd if Italy was half ſo bleſt 
As England, in that Prince of Painters, Wrer; 
And if there ever liv'd in Rome's great town 

A man who /ole, like REyxolps, a renown ; 

A man, indeed, whoſe vilely-daubing bruſh 
Puts Pax TIN, the ſweet damſel, to the bluſh ; 
Then aſk'd if CæsAR ever had the heart 
To __ a ping to the ee py Art. 


] : px? 1 | : 


He aſk'd if Cæs ax, midſt his dread campaigns, 
Felt bold, whene'er well dous'd by ruſhing rains; 
Boldly not caring ev'n a ſingle fig, 

Although they ſpoil'd a bran-new Tyburn-wig ; 
When midſt the doughty regiments of death, 
On * wild nn or mou * 


He ald if Cent ever 1 fta d 4 5 

(Inſtead: of ſtaring, 2s he ought, at "MR "= 
For Architects with traſh the land to load, 

And raiſe of gaudy BOING a Dome* : 


Such as is rais'd by that rare Swede SIR Wit, | 
The grinning mouth of ridicule to fill. 


* The Royal Academy, 


Whether 
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| Whether the curious Czsar ſent to Greece, 
For ſtatues coſting heav'n knows what a- piece; 
| Then putting under ground a world's rare ain 
3 f lier 9 
80 Such v were * ee ain a thouſind more, 
: He aſk d, to ſwell of knowledges the ſtore; 
| That fell like ſtarlings on the ear, in flocks 
| Sure cy for TRY Morhzx Wispou's locks: 


| Rare i ex ope iche twilight _ of Tims; | 
A thief who, with a ſacrilegious pride, 
Dielighteth ſomething ev'ry day to hide, 

| Sacks full of proſe and ſweetly-ſounding rhyme, 


* Acaſt, and the only one, of that famous FARN ESE Her- 
CULES, having been procured at a conſiderable expence, as 
| well as trouble, for the benefit of the STUDEnTs of the Rory ar, 

Acapewr, and the admiration of the world in general, is now 
| thruſt away into a dark hole; the building being rather calculated 
for the ſupport of butterflies, than heavy antiques. The follow- 
| ing ſhort dialogue was written on the oceaſion; 


A DiaLocve between Two STATUES, in an upper Room of the 
ROYAL ACADEMY. 
Firſt Statue. 
«© What keeps old Hercules beloxy, 
„A fellow of ſuch rare renown ? 


Second Statue. 
Fc Plague take thee ! hold thy tongue—for know, 
« Should he come up, we all go down,” 


Such 
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Such queſtions, with a manner quite anique, 
The monkey boys to mimic ſoon began; 
And'lo, of mimicry the ſaucy trick, 
Like wildfire through the College ran. 
Lord! hinder them !—there could be no ſuch thing— 


Thus . ketle: 1 was a __ 
This, Bans, who dom lefſns fonts, dil ba CT 
With'all its horrors, to the Royal ear: | 1 


The conſequence, the School. had cauſe to rue 0 
To ſchools, the Monarch bade a long adieu; [4 
Of Eton journeys gave th' idea o'er, 

And, angry, never mention'd Cæsax more! 


ODEs 


© DD E $ | 
or 


IA PORT AN C. B, &e. 


0 THB SHOEMAKERS. TO THE KING. 


E TO MR. BURKE, TO THE ACADEMIC CHAIR, 
| TO IRONY, | TO A MARGATE HOY. 
= TO LORD LONSDALE, OLD SIMON, A TALE. 


THE JUDGES; 
* OR 
THE WOLVES, THE BEAR, AND INFERIOR BEASTS, 
4.7448 


Sic poſiti, ſuaves miſcetis odores. 


Sweet-briar, hawthorn, lilies, nettles, roſes ; 
What a nice bouquet for all ſorts of noſes | 


— —̃ ͤ&—2— ¶ͤ öwü— 


Ludimus innocuis verbis, nec lædere quenguam 
Mens noſtra MAR TIAL. 
My V=zzxsz's ſweetneſs, mildneſs, none deny: 
Lord ! playful Px Tzz would not wound a fly. 
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2. ARE, 


(op: DE Z 8. or IMP 0 RTAN C E. 


R ESI G N ATION; 
f AN ODE ro THz JOURNEYMEN SHOEMAKERS, 
Whe lately refuſed ; to work, except their Wages a ere raiſed. 


; Sons of SarnT CarsPin, tis in vain! 

| Indeed tis fruitleſs to complain: 

| Tknow ye wiſh good beef or veal to carve: 
| But firſt the hungry GREAT muſt all be fed; 

| Mean time, ye all muſt chew hard, muſty bread, 
Or, what is OY Mo ſtarve. 


| Your Mafers, like yourſelves, 3 1 — 

It is not they, would wiſh to ſtint your meal: 
Then ſuck your paws like bears, and be rig 
| Perhaps your ins are many; and if fo, 1 
| Hrav'n gives us very frequently, we mY bat 
The Gxxar as ſcourges for mankind. 

| Your Mafters ſoon may follow you, ſo bnk- \ 
— ſimple confidence in Nn. dne 
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The royal RicymonD builds his ſtate on coals; 
Sass xv, and Hawssz'zy, lofty ſouls, © 


With their fair Damzs muſt have the ball and rout; 


Kings muſt our millions have, to make a glare; 
Whoſe ſycophants muſt alſo have a ſhare; 


But pout not—'tis a libel, Sirs, to poyt— 


Clos d be your mouths, or dread: the jail or thong: 
Ye muſt not for your money have a ſong. . 
Ceaſe, ceaſe your riots, pray, my friends: 

It anſwereth (believe me) no good ends— . 
And yet the time will come, I hope to God, 
When black- fac d, damn d Oryxxss rox „ to his den 
Shall howling fly before the curſe of Mx, 

And feel of n e the "_ rod, 


Go hn, 1 * of ye, 'my Giends, le eat 
Jour ſour, your mouldy bread, and: offal meat; 
Till Fx DON comes -I fe her on her way— 
Then ſhall a ſmile break ſorth upon each mien, 
The front of hanifh'd HareiN Ess be ſeen, 
And, _ * . ye once more be gay | 


Now go. 1 ubyniſſon. 8 your. ir Bible: 
Complaint 1s now-a-day. a flagrant libel. eek 91; 


Yes, 


C1] 


| F 


e e ne u ; 


ut; 


Full many a time reluctantly, I own, 


cc | 


* 1 
* 3 
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j Yes, go and try to che your mouldy bread— 
Jus rio is ſick, I own, but is not dead. 

: Let GRANDEvR roll her chariot on our necks, 
Sobmidion, Greet humility beſpeaks ; 


Let GRAN DRUR's plumes be lifted by our ſighs — 


Let dice, and chariots, and the ſtately thrones, 
; Be form'd of poor men's hard-work'd bones 


We muſt contribute; or, lo, GRAN DEUR dies. 


| We are the Pariſh that ſupports her ſhow; | 
. A truth that GRAN D EUR wiſhes not to know. 


i 
vs 4 v# t 
416 


I view our mighty RulLERS with a groan, 

Who eat the labours of us vulgar Cre: 
And if we dare look up for caſe, th'-ingrate - 
Look down, and as Ld maln * _— 


\ 214 ' 7 4 Jt , Set : : 


Now 1 frgerfulnk i is moſt 1 

The man who 0 doth receive a hare, or pheaſant, ,.. . 
Might ſomewhat, certainly, from IMANNETS ſpare, 
ye for the bird or hare. 


But then I'm told agen, hat Graxpron' J fore. 1 
145 337: 13 Ai A F1 - F F 
At D obligations to the Poor — 


n 91400 81 
l a 1 " 
Such 


- ſh 
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Such favours cut no figure in diſcourſe : 
She thinks ſhe might as well thank dogs and cats, 
For finding partridges, and catching rat 
And fay, © I'm much oblig'd't'ye,” to a horſe, 


Lo, to the Gxxar we breathe the ſigh in vain; 
A zephyr murm'ring through the hollow walls! 

Our tear, that tries to melt their ſouls, the rain 
ee EE ae 


The lofiy. <A * wu the fofieſt bed 

To lay the /oft luxurious head; 
And from our boſoms we poor Geeſe; ſo tame, 

Muſt pluck ſubmiſſively the tender feather; 

Ourſelves expos d to NaTuRE's rudeſt weather, 
Deny'd the liberty to cry out, © Shame!“ 

Thus, while their heads the pillow's down imprint, 

Ours muſt be SISA ara 2 a ere 


Ye muſt FEY children's haha cry, 
Nor once upon their little ſorrows ſfigh— 
In tears their blubber d faces let them 1 fo 
And howl their hunger and their grief to ſleep. 
'Tis impudence in babes to cry for bread— © 

| Lo, GnanpDzun's fav rite dogs muſt firſt be fed 2 


See 


K 


V 
1. 
Is 

A 

Y 
| 
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ger yon proud Ducheſs—yet of late ſo poor, 


Wich not above ten thouſand pounds a year: 


8 Behold, a hundred coaches at her door, 
| Where PnAxo triumphs in his mad career. 


We muſt ſupport her, or by hook or crook _ 


| bon Jo, her huſband was—a Nora. Duke. 


] We muſt "a too eh fine e g crew, 21 | b 


Behind her gilt coach, dancing Molly fellows, 
With canes and ruffles goodly to the view, 


And (fuiting their complexions) pink umbrellas, 


It muſt be ſo; for Lordly Gzanpeur rules— 
Lo! Quatity ate Gops, and Mos are mules. 


I know ye wiſh to ſee on gold, ſo good, 


King GzoRG?'s head, that many a want * * 


. 80 very pleaſant to his PzoPLE's eyes, 


As pleaſant as the head of fleſh and blood. 


 Monzy's a rattling finner, to be ſure: 


| Like the ſweet Cyprian girl (we won t ſay e . 


Is happy to be frequently employ'd, 
And not content by one to be enjoy'd; 
Yet, like the GrzAT-ONES, with faſtidious ere 


Serine of inferior mortals rather _ a t HL YOUE 


. — - 


You, = N Then 


r 3 
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Then go, my friends, and chew your mouldy bread « iſ 
Tis on our ſhoulders Courts muſt lift the head. R 
Remember, we are only Oxen yet— ET] 
Therefore, beneath the yoke, condemn'd to weit: © 
But gradually we all ſnall change to Men; ; 
And then 11 I What then Ve heav'ns! why ben W 


The lawleſs ſway of TYRANNY is oer l 
| PRIDE falls, And Barra ſons a are TROY no more! 
ell viloM yaioneb dozo> allg , FINN 
NAV 13 07 yiboog anhin b ; Sp 
Fo 1 Tone its 47s HET Th: | 


py tp 0 PL kK E. 


— | 


Ay, Buss! full ſorry is the Muſe indeed i « 
That thou art from the Patriot Phalanx fldi 


For what? To crouch, and flatter — King! Ls 
Meanly to mingle with a Courtier gang, 


| That Inzany herſelf would {corn „ 6: 1.108 tc 
Such a . e creeping ahh £2 
et 


. ' © "ED 
x L3 L ' FLY Y 1 


Has pes fd * "Ry Alas! an, „ 
Thy fault in ſackcloth and in aſhes mourn: 


KC 


. . 


* 
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ds | foin not a Court, and Fxzzpon's fouleſt foes— 
[2 ee. lo, ſhall try to waſh thee white: 

| Then howl not, Epmunp, mid the Imps of Night; 

—_— ee crow. 


224 


What murky cloud, the Wohnt. — at Ne 
(For many a cloud, the breath of Kings e. A 
| - Attempts thy Reputation's ſpreading beam? 
What bat-like DzMon, with the damned'ſt = my 
; Springs on thy f fame, on GLoky's ſacred height. 
| To. ſouſe it in Disckaex s dirty ſtream = 5 


— 


bg 


: rin 85 1 


Alas! if Majzary e fag, os 
| & Buxkx, Burks, I'm glad, I'm glad you ran away; 
* I'm glad you left your party—very glad 
« JI hey wiſh'd to treat me like a boy at {ſchool ; 
e Rope rope me like a horſe, an aſs, a mule—- 
5 Thar's very * you , that very bad. 
| « hom . PoxrLanD 3 it, en . 
Poor rogues, poor rogues, that cannot draw a Corke= 
* Nothing but empty diſhes, empty diſhes— -— 
* We've got the loaves and fiſhes, loaves and fiſhes.” 


i * a .* * N « 
5 £53 #3 FL. "+£3.76 . ; IF 72 Y 
k a „ # ©; „ r 4 * 


Ne 5 167. 


-y 


X r 5 


— 
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I ay, if FRO a mighty Monarch. ſpoke | 
1 en eee 
Did not the ſpeech ſo with ring make thee ſhrink? 
Dian thou not inward ſay, © I've'damn'd myſel{— 
„ Why, what a miſerable elf!“ 

And then upon each old acquaintance think ; 
And with a ſigh recall thoſe attic days, 
When "TC 2 en | gs ming blaze? 


S 9 


Bots, Donne, 3 | ally — r diſcover | 
From Tx——xy borrow'd, ne'er to be return d! 
Een now thou art not happy at thy heart— - 
It ſighs for WrsDow's voice, and pants to part 
Fr rom fellows yy the hone Vin Tons _ * 


Thy tongue has promis'd friendſhip with a figh— 
For, lo, th' interpreter of thoughts, thine eye 
Hangs heavy, beamleſs on the motley band, 
To whom thou ſtretcheſt forth thy leaden hand! 
Tes, ſlowly does that hand of friendſhip move: 
The ſtartled Courtiers feel no graſp of love: 
A cold and palſied make of gratulation, 

As thou gh it trembled at eee 

£2208 * FLY O Bux 
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O Boxk R! behold fair L IR TY advancing— 

j TxvTH, Wir, and Humovr, ſporting i in her train? 
Ki g Belbid them happy, ſinging, laughing, dancing, 

f Proud of a Golden Age again ! 
þ When all thy friends (thy friends of late, I mean) 
þ Shall, fluſh'd with conqueſt, meet their idol Queen, 
; The Goddeſs at whoſe ſhrine a world ſhould kneel ; 
ze! : When they with ſongs of triumph hail the Dame, 
IE Will nor thy check be daſh'd with deepeſt ſhame, 
| And CoxscikxcE ſomewhat ſtartled feel? 


Ah! will thine eye a gladſome beam diſplay ; 
5 Borrow from ſmooth Hyeoczisy's a ray, 
Io hail the long- deſir d return? 
: Speak, wilt thou ſcrew into a-ſmile thy mouth, 
; And welcome LIBERTY, with WIr and TruUTH; 
| And for a moment leave thy gang, to mourn? - 
; Yes, thou wilt greet her with a half-forc'd ſmile, - 
| Quitting thy virtuous Company, a while, 
Io fay, Dear Madam, welcome—how d'ye do?” 
And then the Dame will anſwer with a dip, 
Scorn in her eye, contempt upon her lip, 

t Not much the better, Miſter Bux «e, for yo. 
| Poor Buzxz, I read thy foul, and feel thy pain— 
”, * the ſycophants that I diſdain. 066 
gd N 3 op. 
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k 4 * 8 * 4 ; 5 , np 
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O THOU, with mouth demure and ſolemn eye, 
Who laugheſt not, thou Quaker-looking wight, 
But makeſt others roaring laugh outright, 
Thus chaſing widow Sox ROw, and her figh— 
O Thou who formeſt pills to purge the ſpleen, 
No more in Britain muſt thou dare be ſeen ? 


There was a time, bt not like ours ſo nice, 
When thou couldſt baniſh For Ir, nay, and Vier 
Leagu'd with thy daughter Humovs, damſel quaint, 
* PR that could ye fickled een a Saint. 


But mes are alter'd! Certain Greybeards ſay, 

ce Ye vagabonds, you've had indeed your day; 
te But never dare to ſhow your face agen, 
To take vile liberties with lofty 1 
e Grin, if you pleaſe with joke the PE regale 
« Yet mind, a __ den you, call'd a 188 Kit 


* 


iy lo! | fl helen divinely PPP 


A patriot Phalanx leads the Dams 8 ky 
£42 © # Thou, 


* 


- 


= FF) 


> M> 


. 
4 
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Tuou, Wir, and HuMovR, ſhall adorn her train 


And let me proudly join the noble Few; 
Wilſt, to the cauſe of Glory true, | 7 


The Musx ſhall ſhout her boldeſt ſtrain. 


| Fen I, midſt fuch a patriot band, 
Will gain importance through the land; 


Riſe, from a poor Extinguiſher, a Steeple ——- 


| And, O AmnrTion, hear thy ſuppliant's pray'r, 
Aſprig of thy unfading laurel ſpare, _ 
And crown me, crown me Poxr of the PzorLE, 


8 


* 1 ” * 
* . 
* 
» 
J ” 
— A 


| ODE TO LORD LONSDALE: 


Fig, fe, my Lord! attack a faint-like Porr! 


O, let not ASKALON, nor let Gark know it! | 


| What! by law-bulldogs bid the lambkin groan! 


0 LONSDALE ! genuine Poetry is rare, 
| Half of our verſe, adulterated ware; 


I ſpeak of others verſes, not my o sm. 


N44 Ah! 
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Ah! ſtop not, ſtop not PerTzx's tuneful throat 
Hereafter,: he may warble in thy praiſe, | 

Who ſo ſurpaſſeth thouſands in his note, 

A Philomel amidſt a flock of Jays. 


The baniſhment of Ovid into Thrace 
Did Czsar's glory grievouſly diſgrace; 

© Dropp'd on his coat of arms a ſtain of ink, 
And made the honeſt pen of His r' Rv ſhrink. 


Thou who ſhott'ſt SæR IRAN Bol rox through the foot, 
At leaſt didſt make the Serjeant ſhoot himſelf : 
O think how thou mayſt ſuffer in repute, 
By falling on a harmleſs rhyming elf | 
Rxvencs herſelf would bluſh at ſuch a deed ; 
For Poets always were a dove-like breed. 


Fire at a great Law SzRJEanTtT—then let fly, 

Bounce, on a ſimple Rhymer ſuch as I, 

Great condeſcenſion verily. requires : 

What ſportſman at the pheaſant aims, and then 

Hunts in his humble bluſh the twitt ring wren? 
On grouſe and graſshoppers what | mortal fires? 


At 


{AL 4 N 
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At London frequently we meet 

A lofty Camzr in the ſtreet, 

| Moving with ſtate-unwieldineſs along; 

ö We alſo ſee a Monkey on his hump, 

7 Now, with an arch grimace, from head to rump 
| Skipping, and drawing wonder from the throng— 
| Againſt Lord Cheſterfield's grave maxim ſinning, 
The merry grig, that is to ſay, by grinning. 


Now this ſame CAMEL, a well-judging beaſt, 

i Feels not of goading ridicule the leaſt; 

Calmly the ruminating creature goes, 

| Poking his head, and ſhaking it in guiſe, 

| Much like great Doctor Joanson, call'd the wiſe 

| For pulling ev'ry Scotchman by the noſe, 

When pond'rous moving through the Northern track, 
| ma mee nn Bos wEL L on his back. 


Now . not ev'ry mortal cite, 
To ſee this Cargel all fo full of bile 
Bouncing unhappily about, 


Dancing, and ſtaring, grunting, kicking, — 
And like a creature in the colic groaning, . 


Making for playful Jacxo all this rout ! 


n When 
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When HawxsB'zv, SaL'ss ar, 3 and mor 14 


beſide, * — | 
Fearing the tinſel on the back of Pris _ . 
Might tarniſh by an acid drop of rhyme, = 
And conſequently loſe the magic rays $ * = 
That call forth ApmizaTiONn's gape and gaze, | | @« 
And make her think ſhe views the true SvBL1- ME 
: ; - WU TY = Cc 
I fay, to MajzsTY when thoſe great Lozps 
Pour'd forth a foaming torrent of hard words; 
As, Hang that PETER Pinpas, if you pleaſe; 
e Sire, make the graceleſs varlet underſtand 1 
« What tis to ſmile at Rulers of the land E 
* A beggar that diſgraces his own fleas. 
* Sinx; Sixx, th' ATTorney-Genzra's tiger gripe WW * 
ce Would quickly ſtop the Raggamuffin's pipe; K« 
« Then for his laugh at GRAN DEU let on ſwing,” WF 
ec No, ” Tm the KI n | | 
25 0 


« If 7'm not 1 my ns you may bo quiet: 
et Tis for yourſelves, yourſelves, you wiſh the riot— e 

ce Yes, yes, you fear, you fear, that PrrER's Mule 0 
« Will hang your Grandeurs in her nooſe. 


„ ee | TFT c No, 


Ore 
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. No, ho, my Lords, M Doxalp muſt not ſqueeze 


him: 


| « YouſeeT give up New-year Odes, to pleaſe him; 
„ And faith, between me and the poſt and you, 
I fear the knave will get the Birrh-day too. 
No, no—let PzTzx ſing, and laugh, and live: 


ke to read his works—Kings are fair game: 


Fr What though he bites—'tis glorious to forgive. 


7 00; 89, 50 _ go, go, and do the lame. 


7 


14 n PeTzr's verſe be in the a 


« Our conduct muſt be in the wrong: 


| Poor, poor's the triumph of a little ſpite— 


t We muſt not hang a ſubject for a ſong. 


My Lords, my Lords, a whiſper I deſire: | 
Dame LIBERTY grows ftronger—ſome feet higher; 


She will not be bamboozled, as of late: 


| Ariſtocrate & la lanterne 
| # Are very often cheek by jowl, we learn, 


e Within a certain neighb'ring buſtling State: 


I think your Lordſhips and your Graces 
K Would : not en like to dangle with 17 faces. 


* The F ee 
4 . But 
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_ «© But mum, my Lords—mum, mum, my Lords. 
mum, mum: | 
te You muſt be cautious for the time to come: 
The People's brains are loſing their old fogs; 
et Juries before the Judges won't look link ; 
« No, no—they fancy they've-a right to think: 
. * They ns . wang won't be driven like hogs, 


wt No 1 no ab for them— 

e SAV RR T's the dey'l, and Lineaty a gem. 

« You ſee, my Lords, their heads are not fo thick: 
« Take care, or ſoon you'll have a bone to pick ; 
« Andp'rhaps you would not like this ſame hard bone: 
e So let the laughing, rhyming rogue alone.“ 


Sweet Roziw of the Muſe's ſacred grove, 

| Whoſe ſoul is butter-milk, and ſong is love; 

80 bleſt when Beauty forms the ſmiling theme; 
Who wouldſt not Heay'n accept, (the ſex fo dear) 
Had charming Woman no apartments there, 
Thy morning viſion, and thy nightly dream 


Mild Miss vn ru, could their Lordſhips call thee rogue, 
Varlet, and knave, and vagabond, and dog? 
on e What! 


Fa - 
— 2 = 


LW 


— 
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What! try to bring thee, for thy harmleſs wit, 
Where GREYBEARDS in their robes terrific ſit, 


: Wich ſanctified long fortune- telling faces, 
j Whilſt Exsx1Nnx, eldeſt-born of RioicuLE, 
From ſolemn Izony's bewitching ſchool, 


Tears to ur. udgelike grins, the . GRacks! 


A 


; Meck Pozr, who, no pr oſticue for P rice | 
| Wilt never ſanction fools, nor varniſh Vier; i 


Nor rob the Musx's altar of i its flame, | 

To brighten with immortal beams a King 

(If Fxzepom finds | no ſhelter from his wing), 
And meanly 17055 a Tyrant into o fame ih 


„II 


Thus, LonSDALE, thou behold'ſt a fair example | 


Of greatneſs in a King—a noble ſample ! 

T hou cry'ſt, ce What muſt I do? on thee 1 call. 2 — 
Catch up your pen, my Lord, at once, and ſay, 
Dear PzTEn, all my rage is blown away; 

e So, come and eat thy beef at Lowrnzz-Hair,” 


v4 - 3 8 


bun c ODE 
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tl Sr eta 2 l . Annen ' } 1 
ODE To THE ACADEMIC CHAtk 
+0 0 rr 


ELECTION e or Ma. WEST | To THE / PRESIDENCY, 


. 'S K 2 410 34 * 
+4 


H OW art. thou, fallen, — 2 oer high honourd 
Cuan bh FS . Es ; 
en nor 13 
Moſt hedgehog-like, thou briſtleſt up my 7 hair, 
But poſſibly & m only in 2 dream: 


Fic 5" "2 1 
N 


If ſo, immediately C O let me wakes | 5 
Good Monräzus, drag me from this ſad miſtake! 

Open my eyes, or lo, I ſhall W | 
By heav'ns ! it is no viſion— tis to plain 

That thou, Poor imp, art fated to aten 

Of Benjamin th abominable b-m. 1 
1 after Ry vor Ds, to take vp. with Wesrl . 

h. antipodes thou ſeekeſt, 1 proteſt, 3 "al lf 

BY rom Jove's grand chunder, to an infant's drum 3 
The lightning courſer, to the creeping mole; 
The world's wide orbit, to a ſpider's hole: 
From ſome fair column, or Corinthian dome, 


Sunk to a dreary dungeon, or the tomb 


10 . | - And 


"d 
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And yet, on recollection, chat old throne, 

, In Weſtminſter's fair Choir for two-pence moyn, 
Which bore the EpwAR DSO, Harry's of our ine, 
Has been oblig'd (a truth moſt melancholiy ) 


Io ſhrink beneath a leaden load of folly, d el 
And every meanneſs that can man defile. 
Ty virtue is gone out of thee, Iven? 


| Thy brother Chairs of late with humbled mien, 
&* _ jealous envy'd thee thy tow'ring _ 8 
All with one voice exclaim, 

d all the poignant pow'r of ridicule,” 

He is not equal to an old joint ſtool. 


« He who'of late ſo lofty held his creſt, 
| « Array'd ſo gorgeous in a crimſon veſt, 
| © Fe now is worſe than us poor humble hacks, 
f “With not a ſingle rag about our backs. 


Get thyſelf burnt, thou fad degraded creature; 

KL Go, boil ſome poor old waſherwoman's water ; 

| © Or get thyſelf to ſkewers and crockſticks turn'd ; 
© To ſome dead beggar's coffin give each nail, 

* And yield thy velvet to ſome ſtrumpet's tail; 


For, know, thou ſhouldſt no longer be adorn'd.” 
440 7, 1 


192 ODES OF IMPORTANCE, 


Thus ſpeak thy brother Chairs! And yet 'tis cruel, 
As thou wouldſt rather be cut up for fuel, | 
Or reſt the backs of beggars in the ſtreet: 
But lo, Wæs r fills thee, by his King's commands 
Low'd by his ſubjets—fear'd by foreign lands 
And full of wiſdom as an egg of meat! 


« TlikeWzsr's works—he beats the RAPHAEL ſchool; 


« ] never lik'd that REY noLDs—'twas a fool— 


« Painted too thick—a dauber—'twon't, *twon't paſs- 


« Wxsr, WzsT, WzsT'spictures are as ſmooth as glaß: 
«Beſides, I hated ReynoLDs, from my heart: 
« He thought that I knew nought about the art. 


« Wesr tells me that my taſte 1s very. pure— 
« That I'm a connoiſſeur, a connoiſſeur: 
« J like, I like, I like the works of Wesr.”— 
| Thus doth our KING, in ſounds ſo gracious cry: 
Which proves that Kings with little can be bleſt, 
And give the wings of eagles to a fly! 3 


* 3 * « 


0 
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id s 1 M O N 


A TALE. 
Fol Rs cannot be for ever ſniv'ling—no! 
l 5 With fountain noſes that for ever flow 
Ihe world would quickly be undone; 
- I Widows, and lovelorn girls, pour ſouls, would F:34 


: a! for his rich old father, ſob and ſigh, 
And lang himſelf 9 a Ar ae ſons ; 


And, for their cats that happ'd to ſlip their breath, 

5 Old maids, ſo ſweet, might mourn themſelves to death: 
SokROw. may therefore have her decent day, 

Ane 3 PLEASURE come again in play. 


No! folks can't brood for ever upon GRIEF: E 
IPizasURE muſt ſteal into her place ar laſt; 

IThus then the heart from horror finds rehef, 
Pratch'd from the cloud by which it is o'ercaſt. 


(Thus was an anger'd Lord my conſtant Rene 
My conſtant thought by day, my conſtant dream: 


D Vol. III. Oo Tears 
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Tears at his image oft burſt out, with ſighs: 


At length CrarLes Fox 2 9 785 Fd behold tle 


change! 
No longer after Sox Row did I range, 
But on the ſmile of Px As uvxx caſt mine eyes, 


PLzaguse's a laſs that will at length prevail: 
Witneſs the following pleaſant little tale. 


N ARCISSA, full of grace, and youth, and charms 
Had ſlept ſome years in good Old S1M0N' s arms; 
Her kind and lawful ſpouſe, that is to ſay, 

Who, following of numbers the example, 
Wiſhing of ſweet young fleſh to have a ſample, 
Married this charming girl upon a day. 


For "RET grey-headed men, and 2 and old, 
Young fleſh is finely form'd to keep the cold. 
Thus of the pretty Shunamite we read, 


Is warm'd the good King Davio and his bed, 


- Brougit 


„With the LineL-BitL; on which the Lord Chancell 
| wiſhed to conſult the Judges. Few are the men candid enoup! 
to part voluntarily with power, however tyrannical—it muſt be 
torn from them. The Judges have been rendered independent 
of the Crown, by the e now let them ſhow tber 


— S 


the 


10ht 


0 
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brought back his flagging ſpirits all ſo cool, 
And kept the King of Iſrael warm as wool— 
Indeed ſhe warmer could the Monarch keep, 
Than any thing belonging to a ſheep, 


Moſt virtuous was NARcIss A] lo, 
All purity from top to toe; 
As HERR ſweet, and as Diana chaſte, 


None but old Siuox was allow'd a kiſs, 
Though hungry as a hound to ſnap the bliſs ; 


N or {queeze her hand, nor take her round the waiſt ; 


| Had any dar'd to give her a green gown, 

| The Fark had petrified him with a frown; 

| For Cnasrirr, Lord bleſs us! is ſo nice 
Pure as the ſnow, and colder than the ice. 


; Thus then, as I have ſaid before, 
| Sweetly ſhe ſlept, and probably might ſnore, 


In good old Stmon's unmoleſting arms: 
Some years, with this Antique of Chriſtian clay, 


Did paſs in this ſame taſteleſs, tranquil way— 


„Ah, Gods! how Jucky for ſuch tender charms ! ! 


Sate 1 


"7; : O 2 Yes, 
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Yes, very fortunate it ſeem'd to be; | 

For, had Naxcissa wedded ſome young chaps, 
Their impudences, all forſooth ſo free, 

Had robb'd her eyes by night of half their naps, 


And yet, on ſongs thoughts (fometimes the beſt), 
Ladies might chooſe to loſe a little reſt ; 
Keep their eyes open for a Lover's fake, 


And thus a ſacrifice to Curip make. N A; 
| A 
It pleas'd at length the Lord who dwells on high, | 
To bid the good old ſimple Sion die; : 1 
Sleep with his fathers, as the Seripture has it: 11 
Narcissa wept, that they were doom'd to part, La, 
Blubber'd, and almoſt broke her little heart 5 H 
So great her grief, that nothing could ſurpaſs it: 
Not Niosz mourn'd more for fourteen brats ; 
Nor Miſtreſs Tor rs, “ to leave her twenty cats. 
Su 
Not to his grave was s poor old S1mon Burried, * 
No! 'twas a fortnight full, ere he was buried. | 
* The famous ſinger. She died a few years ſince at Venice, Fr 
al | and left to every cat a legacy. Ei 
| : T „ 'Ti | 


e, 
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Tis ſaid old Simon verily did ſtink: 


A pretty Sermon on th' occaſion given 
Prov'd his good works, and that he was in heav'n: 


Scraps too of Latin did the Parſon link 


. Unto the funeral ſermon, all fo i weet, 

; The congregation and the dead to greet: 
For every Wife that is genteelly bred, 

; Orders a ſprig of Latin for the dead. 

And of a ſprig of Latin what's the coſt ?— 


1 


A poor half. guinea at the moſt. 
Lain founds well—it is a kind of balm, 
That honoureth a corpſe juſt like a pfalm; 


| And“? tis believ d by folks of pious qualm, 
: Heay' n won' t receive a ſoul without a pfalm. 


But now for poor NaRcrssa, wailing doen! 
Nothing—no, nothing equall'd her dear love: 


| Suchtears and groans burſt forth, from eyes and mouth; 


Where er ſhe went, ſhe was ſo full of woes, 
Juſt like a diſmal day that rains and blows 
From every quarter—eaſt, weſt, north, and ſouth ; 
And like ſome fountains were her radiant eyes, 
Lifting a conftant water to the ſkies, . 
03 | Reſolv'd 
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Reſolv'd to keep his image near her _ 
She got him beautifully cary'd in wood : 

Made it her bedfellow, to ſoothe her reſt, 

And thought it much like him of fleſh and blood, 
Becauſe it lay ſo wonderfully quiet, 

And like old Stmow never bred a riot. 15 

Twas for ſome weeks, ſweet ſoul, her pious plan 
Nightly to bug her dear old Hg man f 


Fer, 8 it doth my fancy rike, - 

That buxom widows, full of rich deſires 4 

Full of fine prancing blood, and Love's bright fire 
Might ſuch a wooden ſupplement diſlike : 5 

But who can anſwer for the ſex, Jaded | J 


vv FA 7 5 tae} 


Of things moſt wonderful we ſometimes read! 


It came to-paſs, a Youth admir' d the Dame— 
Burning to ſatisfy a lawleſs fame, 
With much more paſſion fill'd, the rogue, t than g grace. 
What did he? Brib'd, one night, Narcissa's maid, 
And got his limbs, fo dey'liſh ſaucy, laid, 
; Thi impoſtors, in poor wooden Simon's place: Wl | 
SUSAN,, though born amongſt a yulgar tribe, BR 
Knew nature, and the nature of a bribe, | | 


5 . 05 The 


re 
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re Dame came up, delicious, and undreſt, 


When Sus an's candle ſuddenly went out- 


l Misfortunes ſometimes will attend the beſt—' _ 
ET No matter Sweet Nas cissA made no rout. 55 
She could not miſs the way, although twas dark, 
Unto her bed, and dear old bit of bark. 


g In ſlipp'd the Fair, ſo freſh, beneath the ſheets, ,. ., 


Thinking to hug her dear old oaken Lo U | | 


| But lo, her BepyELLow with kiſſes greets! 


| She, trembles, like an aſpen, pretty dove : 


» 


In ſor, her terror kept her ſo much under, 


| She could not get away—and where's the wonder ? 
Since tis an old and philoſophic notion, 


That terror robbeth all the limbs of motion. 


The upſhot « of the matter ſoon was this— 
Her horrors ſunk, and died, at ev'ry kiſs; 


And, ſtead of wiſhing for the man of wood, 
She ſeem'd to reliſh that of fleſh and blood. 
3 ext day, Wk not hs be 6 
Some ſive or fix o'clock—the. afternoon, 


vat! = via 4 | Susax 


* 


” bp 
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Susan came tapping at the chamber- door: 
(Now this was very! prudent, to be ſure; 
It had been fobliſh to have tappꝰd till then) 
« Well, Mactam, hat d'ye chooſe ſor dinner, pray?" 
« Fiſh, fleth, and fowl,“ the Latly quick did ſay— 
e The beſt of ev'ry thing I don't care when,” 


« Bit Madam, 1 want wood to make a Rre=— 
« Tis fathef late our hands we have no time on.“ 
« Oh,” cried NaxetssA, full of her new *Sqy1zr, 


% Then, Susan, you may go and burn old S1MOx. 


ODE TO THE KING. 


N nin 8 


ANer pleaſe your MA jesrr, etwas rumour d lately 
That you had got it in your head fo ſtately, 
That we mutt have a law-ſuit—God'forbid it! 
Whether 'tis HawxsB'ry, or his Grace of Lg£Ds, 
Invented ſuch inten nded höſtile deeds, 

Or whether the more TY Sar's*ry did it, 


I fay 


7 1 
80 
2 0 
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* 
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And at the Poxr, as a Demon, ſtart ; 
| Juſt like a horſe or aſs at ſome wild beaſt 
Prepar'd to jump upon their backs, and feaſt, 
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1 ſay not — but great Lords are giv ”n to chatter 3 
5 £ * I N it all a lying matter. 


Theres my ee BLurr too—- CARDIGAN the Great, 
| Whoſe face Dame NaTuRE never meant ſhould cheat; 
| Who, if aught hurts the King, doth ſhrink and wince, 
As faithful to his Sov'reign as his Prince! 

| Brinfull of loyalty his noble: breaſt ; 


; Large and fermenting like a tub of yeaſt! 
4 Glad at the aloes thrown into my cup, 
| He ay too that you mean to eat me up. 


. 


: That heartily they wiſh ir, I don't doubt— 
$ Moſt loyal ſeem they in your cauſe, and ſtout ! 


| You cant think how they /ezw to take your part; 
| And: at. the Poet, as the Devil, ſtart— 


1 ſay the Devil; Sir, becauſe ſome Prxas 

| Are with the Devil oft in large arrears: 

| They open'd an account, Sir, long ago— 
E $2 great ereditor, I know. ; 


| Yes, bugel do they 1 your part, 


*. 


4 This 
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This LovyaLTv's a bird of paſſage, Sire; 4 
Likes the ſun's eye—a comfortable fire! 
Warm'd by this fire, ſo cheerful doth ſhe ſing 
The hack'd old ballad, call'd God fave the King," 
But be in trouble, Sir, ſoon, very ſoon © 

The Jape * 4 the _ old tune. 


3 your ry are like * - birds of May, 
Crying, Cuckoo, Cuckoo, Cuckoo, ſo gay: 

But if a gloomy, month appear, fo. rough, 
And froſt, and ſnow, and ſtorms lay waſte the land, 
Where are go gy birds with note ſo 3 ? 

6 of! 31 _ ry vii 

Spit on the Coititrs when. with bende they's greet: 

What from their mouth's unhallow'd cenſer flows! 
my of Fame's perfume, ſo paſſing ſweet, 

Lo, putrid dunghills f. ſmoke beneath thy noſe! 


Good God! gs ould ſo far loſe his nature, 
To beg Hypockisy to mould each feature— 
Crawl like'the meaneſt reptile of the plain; 
Kick'd, Cur -ike whipp'd, and whiſtled back again! 


You 
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You tell me « that ſuch reptiles you _ 
And that you never /ee my fancy'd Cur. 

| Indeed; Sir!!! then I ſtrongly do ſurmiſe 
„on levee-days you always put your eyes. 


ODE TO A MARGATE HOY, 


{ WHEN Vizeu. ſhipp'd himſelf for Greece; 
Whether to ſcape the Bailiffs, I can't tell 
| Or libels write, got drunk, and broke the peace; ; 
But Hox aer wrote an Ode, to wiſh him well. 


Whether, like Miiigate Hoys, the hip was cramm'd 
With Roman Quality, no hiſt'ries know it; 
But Hogacs ſwore ſhe might as well be damp'd, 


As ſhow her noſe again without the Poet: 
In the ſame verſe he breath'd a pious wiſh 
To Wars Bonzas, and the *King of Fi iſh, 


2 Neptune, - 8 
5 1 Now 
9%" h 1 Kats” >. YL; ; 
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Now if a Eard, and that a Heathen too, 
Could offer verſe to make old Oczan quiet, | 

Inſtruct the great King NerTuNt who was who, 

And bid the God of Mackrel breed no riot; 


A Cbriſtian Bard may give a Hoy an Ode, 

So oft with valuable people ſtow'd, 

That, thick as rats or maggots, from Wool Quay 
Crawl down the ladder to their wat'ry way ! 


Go, beauteous Hoy, in ſafety ev'ry inch! 
That ſtorms ſhould wreck thee, gracious . Heay' f 
3 forbid ! 1 5 
Whether commanded by brave 8 Frac, 
Or equally tremendous Capra Kipp. 
Go, with thy cargo Margate- town amuſe; 
And God preſerve thy Chriſtians and thy Jews! 


Soon as thou gett'it within the Pier, 
All Margate will be out, It trow, 

And people ruſh from far and near, E. 

As if thou hadſt wild beaſts: to o bow. 


O Venus, 8 of ev'ry kiſſing joy, | 
Beneath thy ſoft protection no the Hoy; 


4 Pr 


ml * » 
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Protect each Damſel from the dangerous brine; 
For many à Nymph it holds, thou calleſt bine. 


Alas! the little Lovzs, and. blooming Gr acss, 
: Would all put on moſt melancholy faces, 
Should Oczaw, hoſtile to. the ſoſt Das1Rzs,. 

| O'erwhelming, quench for aye their am'rous fires, 
My good friend Jonnsow—Mes amss: Wixpson, 
| Who for the Public, let me tell ye, 7 [KELLY, 
| and through St. James's ſtreet, the Park, Pall-Mall 
; Oſt lead their lovely giggling Tits along, | 

A pretty pleaſing faſcinating throng— 

Much would they grieve to find the voyage fail: 


1 Like three ſtout men of war for ſafety made, 

From port to port, who convoy the fair trade; 

, Or three protecting Ducks, that guard their brood, 
And lead their cackling young to pick up food. 


et not alone would theſe be taken napping 

| Great were the loſs of Gentlefolks from Wa PIN, 
Who, fond of travel, unto Max are roam, 
| To gain that conſequence they want at home. 


BY | At 
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At Mazcarz how like Quality they ſtrut ! 
Nothing is good enough to greet their jaws ; 

Yet, when at home, - are often forc'd, God wot, 
To ſuck like bears a dinner from their paws— 


Forc'd on an old joint-ſtool their tea to take, 
With treacle *ſtead of ſugar for their gums ; 
cre: their hungry loaf, or oaten cake, 
Like mighty CHARLES of SwEDE oh with ther 
thumbs. - ns 


But Hor, inform me—who is sHE on board, 
That ſeems the Lady of a firſt-rate Lord, 

With ſtomach high puſh'd forth as if in ſcorn, 
Like craws of ducks and 2 o ercharg d with corn; 


Dreſwd i in a garing, gorgeous 8 gown, 
Which, roſes, like the leaves of cabbage, Crown ; 
With alſo a bright petticoat of pink, 

| To make the eye from ſuch a luſtre ſhrink ? 


Yes, who is « the the ME) dame, 
As bulky as of Heidelberg the tun; 
Her face, as if by brandy taught to flame, 
In blaze ſuperior to the noonday ſun— 
2 | | Wit 


* 
1 


er 
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| With fingers juſt like ſauſages, fat things; 
| And loaded, much like curtain-rods, with rings? FE: 
| Yes, who is sHE that with a ſquinting eye 
| Surveys poor paſſengers who ſick'ning ſigh; 
| Sad, pale-nos'd, gaping, puling, mournful faces; 
E Deſerted by the blooming, ſmiling Ga Acxs; 
| That, reaching o'er thy fide, ſo doleful throw 
| The ſtomach's treaſure to the fiſh below ? 


Ts Mabau Bacon, proud of worldly goods, 


Whoſe firſt ſpouſe ſhav'd and bled—drew- teeth, 
made wigs ; ; 


Who having by her tongue ae N Poor 0 
Married a wight that educated pigs! 


But hark ! the ſpeaks! Extremely like a man 


Raiſing a furious tempeſt with her fan— | 

« Why, Captain, what a beaſtly ſhip! good God! 

« Why, Captain, this indeed is very odd! 

« Why; what a grunting dirty pack of doings! 

« * For heav'n's ſake, TO g the creatures 
ſp-w-gs.“ 


Now hark ! the Captain anſwers “ Miſtreſs Bacon, 
" 1 own I can't be with fork matters taken; 
tc 1 likes 
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cc ] likes not vomitings no more than you ; 
ec But if ſo be that Gentlefolks be ſick, | 
A woman hath the bowels of 01d Nick, 
« Poor ſouls, to bung their mouths—'twere like a 


Jew.” 
Majeſtic Miſtreſs Bacon ſpeaks agen! 1 
“ Folks have no bus neſs to make others ſick: 
« ] don't know, Miſter Captain, what you mean B. 


c About your Jews, and bowels of Old Nick: 
ct If all your cattle will ſuch hubbub keep, 
& I know that I ſhall leave your ſtinking ſhip. 


& Some folks have dev'liſh dainty guts, good Lord! 
« What bus'neſs have ſuch cattle here aboard? 
« Such gang inaced to foreign places roam ! 
cc Tis more becoming them to ſp-w at ame,” 


ww Oo ww A = > &Q 


Pim hark! the Captain properly 1 10 
« Why, what a breeze is here, G-d d-mn my eyes! 1 
God bleſs us, Miſtreſs Bacon | who are you ? 
« Zounds, Ma am, I ſay, my paſſengers ſhall fo-w.” \ 


— 
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FT WOLF AND THE LION. 
A TAL E. 


1 To Loxp HAWKESBURY 


| Kiss really are in general not fo bad ; 
And therefore I muſt take their part; 

| But tis their ſervants that are drunk or mad, 
With ev ry demon trick and little art. 


Champions for Maſter's 1 they fre away; 
And, midſt the buſtle of the idle fray, 
Like lubbers, knock him on the head; 

Then, ſtaring, wonder how he ſhould be dead! 
| Sometimes a King diſcovers he has eyes— 
FT hen for himſelf he SOON that is wile. 


Once on a time a Lion, not a fool, | 

| Though i in the under-claſs of W1spom's ſchool, 
Amidſt his ſubjects had a Monkey got, 

Who, rather impudent enough, 

Would take his Sov'reign's foibles off, 

Tell ſtories of him—mimic him —vhat a not! ? 


* 


You, I II. | Wo This 


210 | bbs of Hiftor tance, 

This for the ſcheming WorLy was quite a feaſt, 
Who told the Monarch of the Monkey's ſinning, 
8 „ Ablacing all his mimicry and grinning, 

Trying to irritate che noble . 


ce What, what, what doth he ſay? ?” the Lion cry 
« Dread Sir, you are moſt, wickedly belied,” 
Rejoin'd the WaLe with brazen face 
te He ſays that you to Merit are no friend, 
ce And only to a Patronage pretend; 
2575S And fight th ener, of the Brutal Race, 


« He ſwears you W t encourage uſcful beaſts; 
ce That for your/elf alone you're making feaſts ; 
« And that it is beyond a queſtion, 
No beaſt has ſuch a wonderful digeſtion ; 
„ That, all ſo ſaving, you would ſkin a ſtone, 
« And only think of number one; 

* And that it is a fin indeed and ſhame 

cc My Lavy Liowsss ſhould do the fame ; ; 
c That ſycophants, who Batter, fawn V and creep, | 
ce Are really all the company you keep; 
“That beaſts of talents, whom you ſhould ſupport, 
« Are al forbid to ſhow their noſe at C ourt. 


1 5 | &« What?” 
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© What ?” quoth the Mon ancn—t what, what? 
doth he fo ??— 
« Yes, SIRE; now 1 him, tb rogue requite.” | 
© WoLs,” quoth the Lion, “ no, no, no, no, no 
« J fear, I fear; the * is in the right.” 


In 


Now this was noble—liks a King, in froth 
Who ſeorn'd to choak a ſubject for the truth. 


e- 
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THE WOLVES, THE BEAR, 
| ak. AND _ 
OTHER BEASTS. 


A FABLE 


ALL jJopazs ſhould be mild and juſt: 

| This is the caſe with Engliſh ones, I truſt: 

Such Ke, B., ſhine—thoſe rare law-ſages : 

Neither of tbe/e a raſh or hot · brain d fool— = 

Moſt charming dove-like Imps of Mncv's ſchool, 
Whoſe. names ſhall live to diſtant ages 

All meekneſs, ſyeetneſs, tender nature 


aalen e vicrues of 4 giant tagpre! 
Fo! TS. - 
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What happineſs it needs muſt yield a land, 
To ſee ſuch goodiy men upon the Bench, 
Whom none can with a ſingle murder brand; 
« Whoſe hearts, ſo pure, did ne' er emit a ſtench 
Like cartion, ſo offenſtve to our noſes, 


But ſcents of lilies, violets, and roſes!!! 4 

W 1 1 

They never, witli the faces of the Furies, =, 
Dar'd dictate, brow- beat, and controul the Juries; 

Nor wilful miſinterpreted the Law: Yet 
Full well they know that Juries are above em! Wh 
And 'tis aſtoniſhirig how much they love em! Whi 

When Fudge and Fury thus together draw Juſt 


With ſo much pleaſure, like a pair of nags, 
Behold ! no tongue opprobrious wags ! 
No tongue cries, © IETTRIEs, l J EFFRIES, 


SCRQGS !. , 
ec Hang, 0 1 rraitors like a brace of dogs! Th 
«© Not in their ch be ey eib is Tha 
« Nor ler their purrid carcaſes have graves? i ; 
« Slap Prrr's face, if Cer ſhe bids her eye 


« Hold but a drop for ſuch a pair of knaves.” N 
15 e Ful 
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pull of rich character ſhall /uch deſcend, 
| And honour'd with their high-fam'd fathers ſleep: 
Fair Jug rte ſhall with ſighs their hearſe attend, 
And P1Tv's ſong of melancholy weep. 
Like leaves, whilſt others fall unmourn'd away, 
And load of Dxa r the ſolitary glooms, 
Lo! Gon from her ſun ſhall pluck a ray, 
And bid it ſpread eternal round their tombs. 


Yet Nations haye been curs'd with wicked Judges, 
Who, fond of pow'r, poſſeſs hard jury-grudges ; 
Who calmly ſent poor culprits to their graves, 

Juſt as an Eaſtern Deſpot ſends his flaves, 

For ſuch I pen a neat Æſopian tale; 

Hoping the pretty moral will prevail, 
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Thi trier Beaſts moſt n com plain'd, 

(And who will not complain whoſe cheek 1s bie ) 

That from the Wolves much hardſhip they ſuſtain'd, 
And often moſt inhumanly were bitten. 

This wantonneſs Dames JusrioR did cry, © fie“ on 


* mention d it, but yainly, to the Lion. 
P 3 dee Thoſe 
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„ Thoſe dami'd furrd raſcals 1” grow the ang 
| Beaſts, 

« Each Wolf pon our mea i hit ts 
** Yet Snap's the word, and quick off goes a head; 


© We muſt take out their teeth—it can't be borne- 


t Yes, from their jaws their grinders muſt be torm,— 


But firſt ths Bear muſt be conſulted, —Bxv1x, 
Who did not much approve Jaw-ruin, 

With his black hide, to all the beaſts appear'd, 
And with much gravity their ſtory heard. 


2 (quoth the Bear) you talk of 8 teeth 
With ſuch an eaſy and familiar breath, 

As though it might be pleaſant to their; Jaws; 
But I muſt aſk the Wolves if they'll conſent 
That from their mouths their grinders ſhall be rent; 

For this i is neceſſary, Sirs, becauſe 


The Wolves are owners of the teeth, and therefore, 


Before *Rvuseinr's call'd, will aſk a wherefore. 


Baum, in conſequence, the Wolyes addreſt : 
Loxb Worvzs, it is che yi of many a beaſt, 


* The Chevalier, a famous dentiſt. 


cc That 


« 


1 


« That you conſent your teeth may all be pull'd; 


« D-m me if I would loſe my ſnags, my Lords ; 

Id tell the knaves ſo, in ſo many words 
ad; God d-mn me, of one's grinders to be 6uLL'p!” 
Cm . | | 
Wust! loſe our teeth?“ exclaim'd the Wolves 


« no, no— 


« We'll keep them, if it only be for h.. 


« Say, my LoRD Bevin, that, and let them chew it: 
« Nay, tell the fools, we wiſh them ſomewhat longer, 
y ger, 


« Sharper, and more of them, and ſtronger; 
« And, if we loſe them, force ſhall only do it.“ 


This anſwer of the WorLves, LorpD BEAR reported : | 
Which anſwer did not pleaſe the Beaſts at all ; 

Who, lighted, now no longer pray'd and courted, 
But on the villains faſt began to fall, 

Choak'd two or three prime Rogues, and, on condition, 

| Receiy'd from all th' affrighted reſt, ſubmiſion. 
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THE 


TEARS OP SAINT MARGARET. 
ALSO, 
ODES OF CONDOLENCE 


| HIGH AND MIGHTY MUSICAL DIRECTORS, 
ON THEIR DOWNFALL. 


TO WHICH 18 ADDED, 


THE ADDRESS TO THE OWL. 


| LIKEWISE, 
MRS. ROBINSON'S HANDKERCHIEF 
: AND , 
JUDGE BULLER'S WIG; 
| A FABEE. 


ALSO, 
THE CHURCHWARDEN OF KNIGHTSBRIDGE; 
ORs 


THE FEAST ON A CHILD. 


Delirant REGEs, plectuntur Acuivi. 


The Kive was wroth ; and ſmelling matters out, 
He put the Grand Dix ze rons to the rout, 


es WA. hd uOI =, £©—”® . TS, own.. . r 


— 


TO THE READER, |: 


Tan frequent complaints of ignorance, partiality, pro- 
fuſion, &c. exhubited againſt the Mosr NosLe Musicar 
Dmcroxs, together with their quarrels with the principal 
SINGERS and PERFORMERS, having brought them into 
unpopularity z and what ſeemed worſt of all, the Mosr 
NosLE DirEcToRs having imprudently made a public 
declaration, without his MAJESTv's conſent, that there was 
an end of ABBEY CoMMEMORATION, ſuch a favourite 
hobby-horſe of MAJESTY ; the King reſolved on their diſ- 
miſſion from all and every interference at the ORaToRIO 
to be performed at ST. MarcareT's CHURCH. The 
immediate conſequence of the Royal annunciation was the 
dipleaſure of the DIRECToRs, and was alſo, of conſequence, 
the diſpleaſure of the Lyric BAR D, who ſighed on the 
mournful occaſion, and took up the cudgels in their defence. 
Great has been the cry againſt them, that they feaſted at the 
Saint Alban's Tauern, at the expence of the Musicari Fury. 
Although I do not credit ſuch rumour, J have taken the fact 
for granted, that (like their DEPUriks, who actually did 
feaſt at different times at the Saint Alban's Tavern, at the 
expence of the Fuxp) the NoBLE DiRECToRs did conde- 
ſcendingly ſhow the example; and I have hinted that thoſe 
Mosr NosLEt DirEcToRs had as fair a right to be rewarded 
with dinners as Pariſh Officers and their friends, who ſo fre- 
quently have a jovial meeting, to eat and tipple elemoſinary 
pat the birth of a BasTARD. 
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THE TEARS OF ST. MARGARET. | 


1 


. 


Now Nich, the negro, reign de Paſt one 
o' clock, | 5 

The drowſy watchman bawI'd—from murky vaults, 
The dough-fac'd ſpectres crowded forth the eye, 
The ſunk, the wearied eye of ToirL, was clos'd: 
Mute, Naruxz's buſied voice, her brawl and hum; 
While HoxzoR, creeping on the world of gloom, 
| Breath'd her dark ſpirit through the death-like hour 
Now from her filver-fringed eaſt the Moow 
| Peep'd on the VasT of ſhade—up-mounting ſlow, 
In ſolemn ſtillneſs, till her lab'ring orb, a 
| Freed from the caves of DARK NESs, gain' d its ſphere, 
And mov d in ſplendid ſolitude along. 
At this blank hour of awe, amid her fane, 
That caught a partial radiance on its walls, 
A radiance ſtealing on the ſhadowy tombs, 
lluminating death,—the pious Maro, 

37 | | Whoſe 
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Whoſe fcth did wonders in its days of bloom, 
And bones work'd marvels when ſhe ſmil'd no more= 
The penſive MarcartrTa ſtalk'd, and paus'd, 
And paus d and ſtalk'd, and ſtalk d and paus'd agen; 
Now mailing to the twilight floor her eye; 

Now gazing on the holy windows dim; 

Now motionleſs, and now with hurrying ſtep 
Along the hollow-ſounding aiſle ſhe paſs'd; 

And leaning lorn at murder'd Rartzion's tomb 
Of SiixxcE wak'd the pale and ſacred ſleep, 

With plaintive accent, thus | 


MARGARET'S LAMENTATION: 


W HY ſhould yon old Abbey, ſhould'ring 
My poor Fane with Gothic pride, 
Cracking, ſinking, falling, mould' ring: 
On the back of Marg' ret ride? 


What is that huge Ruin's merit? 
Only fit for houſing rats. 

Be her gueſts, with all my ſpirit; | 
Hooting owls, and horrid bats! 


#HE TEARS Of ST. MARGCAKET, 


Why am to be deſpis'd, 
- Why am 7 to be kept under; 
I who once by Kings was priz'd ? 
f What's the meaning on't, I wonder? 


I whoſe power could agues charm, | 
Fits and taoth-achs, cramps and evils; 
Satan's wicked felf diſa mm 


Him, the great proud Prince of Devik. 


At each grand Commemoration, 
For Dix R roxs boaſted Peers 
Peers the glory of the Nation! 


Who were my Directors? Lo, 
DocToR Paksoxs, Jvsrrex Corte ; 
 ArNOLD and Dvevis and Co. 


| What a very pretty frolic! 


And the Grand DizzoToRs fell 2 
By the KING were they diſbanded? 
Fams will bluſh the tale to tell. 
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| Soon I'll go (for what ſhould hinder?) - T 
To the firſt of rhyming men, 
To that Giant PeTER Pix pa: : p 
He ſhall, hear—and then, and then! ! | 
PEzTER in his wrath ſhall riſe, 0 S, 
And the ſcythe of verſe prepare; 
Lo, I ſee his lightning eyes! 
Lo, his arm of vengeance bare! 


Backs of Monarchs ſhall he flice, 
As he ſcorns them ſo fincerely— 

Woman need not aſk him twice; 
PETER loves the ladies dearly. |, | 


Thus ſpoke the Saint !—When Morn her bluſhe 
ſpread, | 

To Covent-Garden's ſquare ſhe wing'd her flight, 

And drew the curtains of the Pozr's bed, 

Who fortunately ſlept alone that night. 


Ta 
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To zin ſhe: told: her ſtory o'er and oer: <A 
When PzTeR, rous'd by Maxd'RET“s fad narration, 


Pull'd off his night-cap, and devoutly ſwore 
He'd roaſt a an RuLER of a nation. 


SAINT laue. RET thank'd the Bard with [meeteſt 


And Peran chunder'd on the Kixo « oF [5Ls, 
5 * FE 
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0 DE I. 


The Poet breaketh mournfully out on the fall of the Nozy 
Dix ECTORSs— Threateneth to expoſtulate with the Kinc— 
Lamenteth the loſs of Dire&ion-importance, boxes, white 

_ wands, and dinners at the Saint Alban's Tavern, &c. &c. 


Poor Lzzps! poor UxzRIDOEI ant poor Joan 
|  BarTzs! | 

And all ye other poor ones, of hard fates! 

Tis a ſtrange man this King of ours indeed 
There's reaſon, to be ſure, in roaſting eggs! 
What! raiſe an Oratorio at Saxer Pcs, 

And ſet a thing on foot without a bead ! 


What could the King have muſic in a church, 
And leave the great Dixxcrons in the lurch ? 
E'n ſol—but lo, I'll parley with the King, 
And ſuch a peal into his ears I'll ring! 


Thus 


bc 
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This will 1 fay, howe'er it may diſguſt— 
„ An't pleaſe your Majeſty, you are unjuf.” 
« How, how?” the King will cry, with wild rapidity= 
e Yes, Ss, the grand Directors take it ill; 
| & Deeming themſelves all men of tuneful ſkill, 
en And having all, for crotches, hawk-avidity ; 


« That they ſhould loſe the lead in this affair, 
| © Which really makes them marvel, and fo ſtare, 
“Not knowing what offence they have committed; 3 
0. Being a ſet of very clever men, 
& So ſtuff d with crotchet-knowledges, and then 
4 For Oratorios ſo nicely fitted! 


| ® Behold!” no boxes for Dine rons! no! 
« Who at the AzBzy form'd a raree-ſhow, 

« With nice kid gloves, medallions, wands fo white | 
te Tagrag and bobtail now condernn' d to join; ; 


What's ten times worſe, contlemn nd to pullout corn; - 


et Men ſo unus'd to pay a ſingle doit! 


8 When 5 to view of Royalty the rays, 
* Your SupJzcrs had their bellies full of gaze, 


vt 


2M ; Amid the Asbzy's glory for paſt years; 
Q 2 | 60 T hen 
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| © Then would they ponder on the white-ſtick row; 
Of UxzRipor, Gxzy ps Wilton, Lees, 
and Co. „ 
ce And, next to eat admire the Perns, 

© Who's that ſlim, whiy-fac'd EP EDINA and thin, 

© With ſome old gentlewoman's noſe and chin? 
8 And be ſo ſurly, with a ſable face?” 

* Would gaping. ſtrangers all ſo curious cry ; 

c When, all ſo ſolemn, I have made reply; 
© That Lord is Laps s very noble e 


oF. 


3 


© With lath-like 1 8 and l ſo thin, 
© And good old gentle woman's noſe and chin— 
'* And he who lours as though he meant to bite, 
B EARI or Uxpz1Dos, with his face of night.“ 
c And then I've told che names of all the reſt; 

« At which the ſtrangers have been all ſo ale, 

« Bow'd, curtſy d low, ſo grateful—] don't doubt it 
« 2 9 7 told their dear relations all about it ! 


« No mote DiRECTORS 2 admiration ! 
&* No more the tuneful rulers of a nation! 
is * Unknown, in ver ſeats they bite their thumbs; 
ce Now 


— 772 
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1 Now half awake they nod, and now they ſleep, 
[ And now they figh, and now in dreams they weep, 
ſc And * diſpleaſure midſt their gums. 


Fe Heavy a0 with what huge aelight their . would 
et hail 

« The ® breeches blazing at Sar Maxc'xET's ; tail, 

Inſtead of STEPHEN, who, to all belief, 

« Poor fellow, muſt have travell'd with a brief !f 


„ But, Stn, this is not all—for, in your ear, 

c Something more horrible brings up the rear! 

te No longer on the tweedle-dum account, 

« At yon fair tavern in SainT ALBAN'S Street, 

© Thoſe men of taſte and muſic joyful greet, 
ce And . N to a large amount | 


« All _ the good of the pgor Fund, ſo kind! 
6 Now this f is dreadful to * ſimple mind; 


6 Poor Saint Srapmnn had a very warm pair of 3 
lapped to his . lately; but the SarnT luckily ſhook them 
off. Without a metaphor, the Houſe of Commons was nearly 
ſet on fire by ſome patriotic Incendiaries. 


15 To ſolicit charity, like many others who ſuffer by be, 
1 ET « TO 


% 
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To think thoſe T1 LED Mx, whoſe valiant Jaws, 
e And flomachs-all ſo keen, and deep as ſacks, 
& And teeth ſo valorous in feaſt attacks, 
= bravely battled in the tuneful cauſe, 
« Should, by the royal word ſo hard commanded, 
* Diſgracefully be turn d adrift—diſbanded ! 


& I hear, I hear the angry Lords exclaim, 
Thus to be all diſcarded ! tis a ſhame— 
The royal mandate will be cruel ſtyl'd— 

© Behold CHURCHWARDENS, Ovxxszzxs ſo ſleek! 
Read their card-inyitations ex ry week— 
Sir, you're defir'd to come and eat a child.” 
bone child a week they conſtantly devour ; 

f Someday thay yur e . four 


© Tf thus thoſe fellows live, the lazy drones, 
c Lok: Ds, of a charity may pick the bones; 
Les, as proviſions are ſo very dear, 

. Eat a few fiddlers ex ry year,” 


* Such is — Lords employ, 0 King, 
Enough the hearts of layages to wring, 


ﬀ "And make, I hope, your royal conſcience ache; 
4 Such 
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« Such reas'nings are indeed extremely deep! 
Why ſhould of Lords the teeth and ſtomachs ſleep, 
% Whilſt thoſe of keen Churchwardens are awake?” 


W., 


Thus to the King of Nations will Ic r 

But what will be his Majzsry* s reply ?— _ 

* Thank, thank ye, Pr, for ſupporting ſtraws— 

6 Good advocate—good, good, in 2 bad cauſe; 

Il have no more ſuch doings, let me tell ye— 
No, no, no eating calyes in the cow's belly.” 
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'_ ODE TO SAINT CECILIA, 


The Porr very loyally calleth upon ST. CSI Ia, the grey 
Patroneſs of Muſic, by way of JusTiCe or PEAct, Cox. 
STABLE, and COMFORTER, tp come dawp from Heaven ty 
the NonBLe DizecToss, ifſue a PRocLamaTon for dil, 
| ſolving Societies of Muſical Inftruments ; taking them up, 
and knocking them to pieces, as alſo the heads of the My: 
ſicians againſt each other. The Poet concludeth with a pro, 
e een e e 


Diving CEciL1a, pray, from Heav'n ſtep down; 
Moſt wondrous are the doings in this town ! 
Behold, behold a tuneful revolution ! 

DizxecToRs baniſh'd, but no execution! 

Thank God, no grinning heads of Lords, poor ſouls 
Amid the mob, ſurvey the ſtreets on i 


"IE he fiddles ſcreech with rapture one and all; 
T he Autes and hautboys whiſtle at the fall; 
The pompous organ, for rebellion ripe! 
Glad of the long-wiſh'd overthrow, he opes, 
To ſhow the world his pleaſure, all his ſtops, 
And pours his thunders through each giant pipe: 


„ ' 
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Whilſt all his pigmies, trilling, ſqueaking, ſqualling, 


Like mad things, every one his tune, are bawling: 
The hoarſe baſſoons their naſal twang employ— 


| And hog-like baſes grunt the ſong of joy. 


Wild ſcreams the trumpet's brazen note ſo clear; 
And on th' occaſion, {corning to be mum, 
Like cannon ſoundeth on the loaded ear, 

At ſolemn intervals, the double-drum, 


The various inſtruments of wind and ſtring, 
Thus to the world in faucy triumph fing— 0 
ſe What are thoſe Lord-Directors ?—arrant fools, 

f Mean mongrels—never bred in Music's ſchool— 
“With juſt as much of ſcience as a pig; 
« Who ſcarcely know a pſalm-tune from a jig, 
ff Are theſe the men to lead us? Musi ſwears, 


And to the pill'ry recommends their ears. 


And lo, of Muſic the choice bands, 
Delighted, clap their madding hands; 
And, raiſing to the ſtars their eyes devout, 


e Thank heav'n, they roar, © thoſe fellows are 
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& No longer ſhall their tyrariny impoſe, 
„ And lead the King of Nations by the noſe,” 


Then, ſuweet Cxcizla, leave thy lofty ſtation ; 
O haſte and iflue out thy Proclamation— 
Of wond'rous danger let-it talk aloud— 
Root up ſocieties of flutes, baſſoons; 
Knock down the organ, for his rebel tunes, 


l 

The brazen trumpet break, and crack the crowd, . 

; | | F 

Lay on the necks of the rebellious Band 5 


Thy powerful and chaſtiſing hand 
And for their impudent and ſenſeleſs pother, 
Sweet Goppess, knock one head againſt another, T| 


2 R 
O haſte and keep the mournful Lords in heart, BS: 
As ſcarce a ſingle mortal takes their part, | $ 
Except the lofty family of Pains, i; 


Few are the comforters they boaſt beſide— 


. Theſe are their conſtant friends indeed, and ſtout; 
Friends that few Nobles ever are without ; 
Hereditary friends of ancient date; 

' Accompanying great title and eſtate. 


2 
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And yet tis faid no virtues can reſide 

Where dwells that lofty ſcowling SPIRIT, PRIDE; 
That Heonite, the noiſome weed of gloom, 

| That near it ſuffers not a flow'r to bloom. 


Joy to my foul l of Lzzps his glorious Grace 
Puts forth a ſimpering ſweet prophetic face, 

Amid this rough miſchance, that ſeems to ſay, 
. Though difappointanent mocks the preſene hour, 
e Next year ſhall mark the triumph of my pow'r, 


„ When Facrion's ſcowling fiends ſhall ſhun the 


day, 2 755 


Thus when the Moxazen of the winds, in ſpite, 


Rolls a dark phalanx on the golden light, 
And blets the beauteous Ora the world adorning, 
SoL lifts the ſaple mantle of a cloud, 
And, peeping underneath the envious ſhroud, 


morning.“ 
5 71 „ F + f S · 
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Smiles hope, and fays, „ 'l ſhine to-morrow 
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The BaxD adviſeth the DixzzcToRs to ſubmit to their degrady 
ſituation; and by way of conſolation, informeth them of the 
fallen ſtate of the Poets—and, moreover, comforteth the 
DizecToRs with the changes that take place amongſt crowel 
as well ay zn-crowned heads, 


Yr T not alone are you by Kings deſpis'd; 

Lo, lofty poets are no longer priz'd, 

© That to an eagle turn'd a popinjay; 

That ſcorn'd of Tiu the ever-dreaded wars, 

Turn'd winking ruſh-lights into blazing ſtars, 
And ſtole from frail mortality, decay 


Poxrs, with that rare inſtrument call'd Rays, 
Drew with the greateſt eaſe the teeth of Tru; 
Snapp'd his broad ſcythe ſo keen, and broke his glak; 
Clipp'd his two wings, and fix'd him on an aſs: 
Such was the envy'd pow'r of ancient Barps, 
When Kings vouchſaf d to crown them with rewards, 


In days of old, the Bax bs were facred creatures, 
' Deem'd fo exalted in their natures! 


Bj 


ec 
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by nutt bers thought fit company for Gods? 
Lo, at the feaſt of Kings the MIxSTREILs fat; 
Fat, ſung, and mingled in the royal chat; 
And ſcarcely did there ſeem a grain of odds. 


Thus cry'd thoſe Kings of old, (delightful praiſe!) 
Touch not the men of other days; 
« Hurt not a hair of thoſe ſweet ſons of fong, 
6 Whoſe voices ſhall be heard amidſt our halls, 
« When we, amidſt of Drarn the narrow walls, 
« In gloomy ſilence ſhall be ſtretch'd along.” 


Scot-free the Poets drank and ate ; | 


They paid no taxes to the State ! | 
Now comes a Butcher, roaring © Pay your bill:“ 

Naw the blue-apron'd wight of beer, = 

And man of bread, approach and cry, * Look here; 

Not one more morſel, not a ſingle gill, 

« Shall, Maſter Poet, paſs your piping throat, 

© Until you quickly pay up ev'ry groat. 

Unnatural! alas, what Gothic ſounds ! 

Thus * tis the rude PRorant a Poet wounds 


At Windſor, when the Monarch has been by, 
How have I languiſh'd on the royal ſtye, 
4's | ; Where 
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Where wanton'd fifty little grunting grigs! 
But never had the King the grace to ſay, 
t You're hungry, hungry, PzTzR=take away, 
| © Take, take a couple of the prettieſt pigs,” 


Oft of his geeſe too have I heard the notes, 

And, hungry, wiſh'd to ſtop their gobbling throats; 
But vainly did mine eyes around them wander. 

| How eaſiiy the Monarch might have ſaid, | 

« You don't eat roaſt meat often, I'mi afraid; 
« Take, take away the fatteſt gooſe or gander.“ 


Kings care not if we neither dtink not carve— 
This is their ſpeech in ſecret, © Sing and ſtarve.” 
And yet our Monarch has a world of books, 
And daily on their backs ſo gorgeous looks; 

So neatly bound, fo richly gilt, fo fine, 

He N am wo 2s bop 1 


Since of © our books a king can highly deem, 

The Authors ſurely might command eſteem: 
But here's the dev fear too many know it 
Some Kings prefer the Binder to the Poet. 
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et, though it never was poor PzTzR's fate 
To get a ſixpence from the Max or STaTE, 
Who rather tries to keep the Poets under 
Oſt have I dipp'd in golden praiſe the pen, 
Writing ſuch handſome things about great men, 
That CanDouR's eye- balls have been ſeen to wonder; 


Yet had it happen d that the BAD 

Had borne on high-bred folk à little bard, 
Cod for an evil mortals ſhould return — 
is very wicked with revenge to burn. 

| The /un's a bright example, let me ſay 
0bliges the black clouds that veil his ray; 
Oft makes them decent figures to behold, 

| And covers all their dirty rags with gold. 


But let us not an idle pother keep, 
And, ak-like, at a revolution bray ; 1 
Lo, Kings themſelver, like cabbages, grow cheap: 
Thus ev'ry dog at laſt will have his day— 
He who this morning nil d, at night may ſorrow ; 
The grub to day's a butterfly to-morrow. » 
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The Pozr adminiſtereth eomfort to the diſgraced Drigeeror;; 


Poor Imps! we all are born, to heave the groan! 
MisrFoRTuNE can't let Haeringss alone; 
Sharp as a cat, for ever pleas'd to watch her, 


And trying with'a thouſand traps'to catch her. 


Submiſſion is our lot is our fate 
To drop the tear, amid this mortal ſtate ! 
Yet by our folly often worſe we make it.— 


At diſappointment frequent have I ſigh'd: 
te P. x take the world! indignant I have cry'd— + 
« Life is not worth the terms on which we take it: 


Then on the lot of 3 givin na «frogs ; 
_ angry thus, one night, addreſs d an Ow. 


ADDRESS 10 AN OWL. 


" Hou ſolemn Rin D on yonder gl tow'r; 
e Wilt thou exchange thy nature, OwL, with me! 
Happy to take poſſeſſion of thy bow'r, 


« here proteſt I would exchange with thee. 
rh 5 ce When 
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When to his weſtern bed the Sun retires, 
 « Obeys the curfew, and puts out his fires; 


« And Evxxixo, bluſhful harbinger of Nicur, - 
Gems with the dews of health the drooping flow'r; 
« With cooling zephyr fans the ſober hour, 

„And wakes the * ſongſtreſs to the fading light; 


« Forth, *mid the deep'ning gloom I paſs, 
« And tread-the moiſt reviving graſs, 

« To meet the tribes by NAT uRE made 

« To crawl and wing the world of ſhade! 


« Daughters and ſons df Night that creep the ground, 
* Bleſt muſt ye live, with ſuch a calm around, 
“ So unmoleſted, to enjoy your loves 


(7 And lighter rern, ye he a ee 


No mid the moon's pale luſtre ſport and ſing, 
* Now playful pierce the ſhadows of the groves : 


* Ye harmleſs nations, with averted eyes, 
* The ſons of men your ſilent world deſpiſe, 

© Becauſe their eyes no punch-houſes behold; 
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«© Becauſe no mods, nor fires, nor thieves appear; 
* Becauſe no riots with their yells they hear; 


re PR ſcenes of fallow fate unfold. 


bh "OP aka this from db — 3 
« And willing now to ſhee returns the Musx. 


* Grave Bird of Wiſdom, mid the twilight ſcene 


« Dimly I mark thy philoſophic mien— — 
ce And now I fee expand thy ſnowy wings: 
te To yonder elm, O happy happy fowl, 


'« Thou ruſheſt forth to call upon Miss Owr, 
« Expectant of her Bau, who darkling ſings. 


4 Together now ye ſail the duſky vale, 


* Now dart on prey, now mount agen the gale; 
tt Now on the moon-clad barn or ſilent grove, 


« Your four feet fill'd with various game, ye go 


% (For hunger muſt be ſatisfied, I trow); 
« And, after feaſting, kiſs and ſing of love. 


a 


« To- morrow ſullen muſt I move to town, 
e Shook in a wooden engine up and down, 


« Far _” 0 Owl, thy ſoft gliding wing— 
| $5 e Stow 


1 
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« Stow'd with a gang of thieves perchance, and trulls; 
Too noiſy for the thickeſt human ſkulls— 


„ Who ſmoak, and laugh, and roar, and fwill, 


and ſing. 


| « Jaded at length I quit my wooden hive; 


« Unhing'd, at buſy London I arrive, 
« Parent of ſin, and naſtineſs, and noiſe : 
By coach and cart, and wheelbarrow and dray, 


Through motley mob I force my ſighing way; 


« Pimps, porters, chairmen, chimney-ſweepers boys: 


« Saluted, as I paſs along, 
„ By all the various imps of ſong, 


| © One crying rabbits rabbits, wild fowl that, 


« Another mackrel, falmon, oyſter, fprat ! 


* With ſuch a howling ear-diſtracting note, 

And mouth extended as a barn- door wide, 

«* That fiſn and fleſh forſooth may be well cry'd, 
A man might leap into each cavern throat. | 


4 In Covent-Garden, at the HuMmvumMs, now 


* Never to ſee the madding city more; 
| R 2 « Where 
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Where barrows truckling o'er the pavement rol, 


« And, what is horror to a tuneful ſou], 
Where aſſes, deep in love, to aſſes roar; 


* Which aſſes, that the Garden's ſquare adorn, 
© Muſt lark-like be the heralds of my morn. 
5 Let others talk with wild affright 


of ſpectres and the ſhades of night; 
© Ye want not SoL's refulgent painful ray; 


N 3 85 to your eyes is but a milder day. 
„Let ochers mock your airs chat ſimply flow— 
« Teebo teewhit, teewhit teebo - 
But then, dear Ow:, 'tis ſweetly ſimple, mind: 
* Avaunt the /czentific ſquall— 


I hate it—nature hates it all— 


« But lo! 'tis ſcience and the ton, I find. 


« The ear with harſo chromatics muſt be teas'd, 
« Grown much too OE to he * 


« Here Ewe 1 woke ey the 3 cue 
On facred ſilence feaſt, and ſhade: 


« But ah! e- Sr calls me—'tis nights 
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On wings of freedom as thou ſweep'ſt the ſky, 
« Sweet child of ſhadows, o'er my hamlet fly, 
« And kindly ſoothe my ſlumber with a tune.” 


er a (0 — —— ———— 
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Thus out of humour I addreſs'd the bird, 
Wiſhing to change conditions with the fowl; 
But at the cheerful morn, upon my word, 
I lik'd the man-ſtate better than the ow!, 


Thus anger'd at the wayward tricks of Fare, 
Pettiſh, ye wiſh your grandeur at the devil; 
Yet, after curſing high and mighty ſtate, 

Ye wiſely deem it not ſo huge an evil: 

| Contented to be nen of worſvip ſtill, 

Pleas d with the gifts that Kings, not Heav'n, beſtow; 
Proud, from the height of TirLz's ſtar-clad hill, 
To mock us poor unbonour d grubs belo p. 


N 3 oB 
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al! i * 


| A 
The Porr comforteth again and again and again the Nohly 
Dixzeroxs with moral reſtections, &c. * 
| * 
3 3 1 
'Tis giv'n as goſpel both in proſe and rhymes, 
That people ſhould not be for ever bleſt; 
Misfortune therefore muſt be good at times, 
A ſalutary, though fatiric gueſt; 
| That goads to virtuaus works the rump of SLorn; 
Like gout, that bites us into health ſo-fair ; 
Or like the needle, while it wounds the cloth, ] 
It puts the rag into repair, bY: [ 
Sigh nom no more, nor jet thoſe ſuns, your eyes T 
Be dimly gleaming through perpetual ſhow'rs— 7 
Let PLEASURE bring the beam of ſummer ſkies, 
And gild the pinions of your fable hours, 
1 NE 1 
| Loet not GRIET's ſurge along your boſom roll, 
Nor Fancy gather ſorrows for the ſoul. 


bly 


| Ah! ſigh no more, ſweet Lords, pray ſigh no more! 


In Tot'nam-ſtreet ye ſtill preſerve a pow r, 


| Muſicians learn to tremble at the * Lord. 


| Juſt as its wooden maſter wills, the bat: 
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Not all, not all your conſequence is dead; 


And proudly bear an elevated head; 
Where, all obedience, and with one accord, 


G 
Tbe Vieiſßktudes of Life! wonderful! 


Lir E changes now tis calm now hurricane 

Up, down; down, up—a very windmill's vane 
Is man, poor fellow—much too like a ball; 

'Tis high, tis low—'tis this way now, ndw that, 


Thus Mars ry can bid us riſe or fall. 


The Monarch may repent him of the deed 
His heart, fo ſoft, at your diſmifſion bleed. 
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* Of the Night, who ſelects the muſic, and ſometimes gives 
4 ſoprano ſong to a baſe voice, and who once ordered, in the 


nh the trumpet part to be executed by the * flute. 
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To Houſe of Buckingham you may be call'd, 
And at the Queen's ſweet little concerts ſing ; | 

Then how the tribe of NokLEVSs will be gall'd! 
This will be ſoaring on the eagle's wing. 


Thus to the world then be it underſtood, 
What ſeems misfortune, happens for our good : 


This from my rhyming ſtore-houſe, or my table, 


May be elucidated by a Fable. 


MRS,'ROBINSON'S HANDKERCHIEF, 


AND 


JUDGE BULLER'S WIG, 
A FA”LE. - 


A HayDpxERcCHIEF, that long had preſs'd 


. The ſnows of Laux A's ſwelling breaſt, 


O'er which fair ſcene full many a longing lover, 
With panting heart, and frequent ſighs, 
And pretty modeſt leering eyes, 

Had very often been obſerv'd to hover— 


This Handkerchief, to Kitty gion, 
Was forc'd at length to leaye its heav'n, 


For 


ODES ' OF CONDOLENCE. 249 


| For a Jew clothes-man's moſt unchriſtian _ 
O what a fad reverſe, poor ſoul! 
| To ſweat in ſuch a horrid hole, 
Cramm'd in with ev'ry fort of _ rg! 


% Pray, who are you ?” the Hats Kerchief cry'd, 
Perceiving a rough neighbour at her fide : 

« You ſmell as though your maſter was a pig - 
« What are ye k tell me, ſtinking creature. 
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TEN cc Ma' am,” 
The hairy neighbour grave reply'd, © I am 
«© That warthy man's, the mild Judge BurLER's 
„„ 8 
So feweetly tender ! that, whene'er he dies, 
Mzxcy will weep to blindneſs both her eyes. 


« Indeed, Sir p W the Kerchief— b ſtrange our 
fate! 
Alas] how diff rent were we both of late! 
* Now ſtuff d in this abominable place 
e What will become of us at laſt? O dear! 
Something more terrible than this, I fear; 
5 * that carries horrible diſgrace.” 


ce Madam,” 
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«© Madam,” rejoin'd the Wig, dont ery ; 
&« No cauſe have you indeed to ſighs 

« So truſt for once a Wig's prophetic words 
« My fate is to be juſt the ſame, I find; 
« Still for a Scarecrow's head deſign'd, 

-« * frighten t thieves— mean ** birds. 
But, luckier, you ſo chang'd will riſe, 
A fav'rite of ten thouſand eyes; ' 

te Not burnt (as you ſuppos'd perhaps) to tinder; 


te Chang'd to the whiteſt paper—happy leaves, 4 
« For bim, the BAR D who like a God conceives, p 
« The great, th' immortal PETER Pix DAR.“ by 
« La, Sir, then what a piece of news ! 
God bleſs, I ſay, God bleſs the Jews | 
I wiſh my dear dear Miſtreſs did but know it: 
« Her hands then I ſhall happy touch again; 
« For MapDam always did maintain 
<« That MISTER un Was a a charming Poet,” 


ODE 
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ro ES I 


Still more Comfort for DrxzcTons ! 


Oxck more 1 pray you, be not ſad; 


Remember what the Proverh doth declare: 


'Tis better riding on a pad, 
Than on a horſe's back that's bare. 


| At Tot'nam's concert, to delight ye, 


Behold, my Lords, you ſtill are mighty. 


Think of your titles too — the name of Lord, 


What merit it proclaims of head and heart ! 
It is a tradeſman's handſome board, 

In letters fair of gold that doth impart 
To people who their mouths of wonder ope, 
What goodly articles are in the ſhop. 


Yes, as of yore, the pompous name of Lord 
Doth {till our awe-clad admiration rule— 

And comfort to the hungry doth afford— 
As nods of Loxps are dinners for a fool. 


6 thank 
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te I thank my God, I am not like thoſe fellows,” 
Cry'd the proud PHARISEF, the bellows 
Or trumpet of his reputation, blowing: 
And you in triumph alſo-may exclaim, 
Proud of a Peer's exalted name, 
With pride of title and fair birth o'erflowing, 


| te 1 he my ſtars, I am not like the mob, 
_ « Whom NaTvxz fabricated by the job,” 


Ye ſhall, ye ſhall return to pow'r, 
And o'er the grumbling million tow'r ; | 
Tour facred laws ſhall be obey'd— 
Muſicians to allegiance muſt return 
In ſackcloth and in aſhes mourn; 


Submitting, if ye will it, to be Hyd. 
Their eyes fo fierce, that flaſh'd like tin reflectors, | 
As though they meant to roaſt the Grand Directors, 1 
Shall from their meteor fury fade away— 
Becoming mild and placid as the light 
Shed by the Worm, the lamp of dewy night, 
Or Luya's modeſt melancholy ray. 1 5 | | 


Yes! 
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ves! to your noble hearts delight, 
| With waving wands and gloves ſo white, 
And gilt medallions bleſt, ſhall ye appear; 
Smile at us Mob, the many-headed beaſt; 
And, as ye ſeem to like a gratis- ſeaſt, 
Eat a few fiddlers ev'ry year. 


THE CHURCHWARDEN: 
OR, 


THE FEAST ON A CHILD. 


A TALE 


The following flory, founded on a fuct that happenned ſome years 
fince, at the Swan at Knightsbridge, is introduced to illuſtrate 
the meaning 7 eating 5 child, mentioned i in the firſt Ode, 


Ar KNn1GHTSBRIDGE, at a tavern eall'd- 'the Swan, 
Churchwardens, Overſeers, a jolly clan, 
Order da dinner, for themſelves and blend, 
A very handſome dinner, „„ 
Lo! to a turn, the diffrent joints were dreſt 
1 Their lips, wild licking, ev'ry man commends. 
5 = _ 
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Loud was the clang of plates, arid knives, and forks; MW H 
Delightful was the ſound of claret-corks, 1 


That ſtopp d ſo cloſe and lovingly the bottle: A 
Thou Savoir-vivre Club, and Je n ſuis quoi, A 
Full well the voice of honeſt corks ye ktiow, 1 
Deep and e from the generous pottle, N 
5 | Tl 
All ear, all eye, to liſten and to foe... A 
The Landlord was as buſy as a bee— N 
Yes, LAR DER ſkipp'd like harlequin ſo light; IM 
In bread, beer, wine, removal ſwift of diſhes, 7 
Nimbly anticipating all theit wiſhes : SF 
Now this, to man voracious as à kite, 
Is pleaſant—as the TRENCHER-HzROESs hate * 
All obſtacles that keep them from the plate, 
As much as jockies on a running horſe 
Curſe cows or — chat croſs the courſe. F 
Nay, here 4 FONT reaſon too; fv find, , 
Bawling for things, dernanderh month and 105 | 
Whatever, therefore, weakeneth wind and 44 5 : 


Is _ to We  gormandizing © ll 


Maga” 


Having 


C. 


Hung well cramnr'd, and ſwill'd, and laugh'd, and 


And toaſted girls, and clapp'd, and roar'd, and rung, 
And broken bones of tables, chairs, and glaſſes, 


Not to be mix'd indeed with wh s and flames: 


| foy, when all were &ramm'd unto the chin, 


| And then he'bow'd again in ſuch a ſtyle! 


Hop'd Cemmen lik'd the dinner and the wine: 
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ſung, 


Like happy bears, in honour of their laſſes, 
Not tives not ons was toaſted all the time 
Thus were they decent—it had been a crime, 
As wives are delicate and facred names, 


And ev'ry one with wine kad ſwell'd his ſkin, 

In came the Landlord with a cherub ſmile: 
Around to ev'ry one he lowly bow'd, 
Was vaſtly happy—bonour' d—vaſtly proud 
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To whom the Gemmen anſwer'd, « Very fine! 
A glorious dinner, LAxDER, to be ſure.” — 
To which the Landlord, laden deep with bliſs, 
Did with his bows ſo kumble almoſt kiſs 
n 
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Now in an e/ter'd tone—a tone of gravity, * 
Unto the Landlord full of ſmiles of ſuavity, 
Did MisrER GuTTLE the Churchwarden call— 
« Come hither, Lazpts,” ſaid ſoft Misr ER Gurriy, 
With ſolemn voice and fox-like face ſo ſubtle— 

c LARDER, a little word or two, that's all.“ 


Forth ran the bowing Landlord with good will, 
Thinking moſt e upon the bill. 


« Landlord, (quoth Gurrrx, i in a ſmall ſly found, 
Not to be heard by any in the room, 
Yet which, like claps of thunder, did confound) 

« Do you know any thing of BzTTyY Broom? 


« Sir?” anſwer'd LAR DER, ſtamm'ring—* Sir? what, 
Sir? | 


2 Les, Sir, yes—yes—ſhe livd with Misrazs- 


 Larpzs; 
cc But may I never move, nor never ſtir, 
« If but for impudence we did diſcard her! 
« No, A. fer Gurris—Brrrr was too braſſy— | 
« We never keep a ſervant that i is ſaucy,” | 


te But | 


* * . 


0 


« 


cc 


« 


LE, 


t 


cheek; 
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bs Never once put my hand upon her neck— 


TIF 


| « But, Landlord—BETTr ſays ſhe is with chil 

« What's that to me? quoth LAR DER, ſtaring Cn 
I never kiſs'd the huſſey in my life, 
Ki Nor hugg d her round the waiſt, nor Wore her 


Lord! Sir, you know that I have got a wife. 


Lord! nothing comely to the girl belongs 


« I would not touch her with a pair of tongs ; 


| « A little puling chit, as white as paſte; 


* Beſides | ſhe never ſuited with y taſte. 


« But then, ſuppeſe—l only ſay, ſuppoſe 
* I bad been wicked with the girl—alack, 


5 My wife hath got the curſed'ſt keeneſt noſe, 


5 Why, * ſhe would have catch'd me in a 


5 Then quickly in Wa fire had been che * 
i Curſe her! ſhe abvays watch'd 1 me like a cat. 


* 4 
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It was 1 to be unchaſte :— 


i Therefore it 


never can be true, you ©: 


| „Then, as fay Ber did not hit my raſte, 


2— 


And Miſtreſs Lazver's full enough i for me, 
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« T kiſs the maid! why, Lord! the thing I ſcorn» 
« Sir, I'm as innocent's the child unborn.” | 


« Well,” anſwer d GuTTLz, * Man, I'Il tell ye what; 
* Your wind and eloquence you now are waſting: 
* Whether Miſs Birr hit your taſte or not, 
i There's good round proof enough that you've 
been taſting. | 


« And, Lax DER, you've a wife, tis very true, 
« Perhaps a little ſomewhat of a ſhrew ; 
« But BzTTyY was not a bad piece of ſtuff,” — 
« Well, Misrzx GuTTLE, may I drop down dead, 
« If ever once I crept to Berry's bed! 
« And that, I'm ſure, is ſwearing ſtrong enough. 


„ But, LARADER, all your ſwearing will not ds, 
« If BerTy ſwears ſhe is with child by you : 
« Now BzxTrTy came, and ſaid ſhe'd ſwear at once- 
* But yo know beſt—yet mind, if BETTY II five, 
« And then again ! ſhould MrsTaess LAR DER har, 
« The Lord have mercy, Laxp ER, en thy ſconce! 


« Why, man, were this affair of Barry told her, 


I really think, not bell igelf could hold her. 


& Then 


_ 


is 


ye 
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Then for your modeſt ſtiff-rump'd neighbours all 
| © There'd be a pretty kick-up—what a ſquall ! 


e Thou couldſt not put thy noſe into a bop. 


« There's greaſy Miſtreſs Wick, the chandler's wife, 
And Miſtreſs BuLL, the butcher's imp of ſtrife, 


« With Miſtreſs Bonnyin, SalMox, Murr, and 
« With fifty others of ſuch old compeers— ['SLop, 
« Zounds, what a hornet's neſt about thy ears!“ 


From cheerful ſmiles, and looks, like Sor. ſo bright, 
Poor LaR DER fell to ſcowls as black as night; 

And now his head he ſcratch'd, importing — 
For people who are innocent indeed, 


| Never look down, ſo black, and ſcratch the head; 


But tipp'd with confidence, their noſes tilt, 


| Replying with an unembarraſs'd front ; 
| Bold to the charge, and fix'd to ſtand the brunt. 


Taurn is a tow ring Dame—divine her air; 
In native bloom ſhe walks the world with /ate : 


| But FatsznooD is a meretricious Fair, 


Painted and mean, and ſhuffling in her gait; 


Dares not look up with RxsoLurion's mien, 


* . hides, and hopes not to be ſeen; 
8 2 For 
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For ever haunted by the Ghoſt of Dovusr ! 
Trembling tor fear the world will find her out. 


Again—there's honeſty in eyes, 5 

That ſhrinking ſhew when tongues tell lies: 

With LazpER this was verily the caſe; | 
Informers were the eyes of nen Rea p 


« Well, Sit, faid Lakvzn, , why ring, 8 
ha- ing, | 

Each word ſo heavy, like a cart-horſe drawing— - 
e This is a d-mn'd affair, I can't but ſay— 

« Sir, pleaſe Yaccept:a note of twenty pound; 


* Contrive another father may be found; 


* And, Sir, here's not a halfpenny to pay.” 


Thus ended the affair, by. prudent treaty : 
Peace, ev'ry man deſires than war, much rather: 
GuTTLE next morning went and talk'd to BETTY, 
When BzTTyY quickly found another _ ae 


By this ingenious mode of Pariſh Cookery, the Gs. child 


may be devoured a dozen times over. 


3 A | 
PAIR OF LYRIC EPISTLES 
9 . T O 
LORD MACARTNEY 


HIS SHIP. 


Yes, of our Bag ſhot wonders tell KI EN Lox! 
Delicious ſubjects for an Epic Song 


r: EPIsTLE To Lord MACARTNEYT. 
* 


O, if ſucceſsful, thou vilt be ador'd! 
Wide as a CyzsHxirE CAr our Court will grin, 
To find as many Pearls and Gems on board 
As will not leave thee room to tick a pain. 
10 EyPISTLE TO THE SHIP, 
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„ TO; THE READER. 


Ir has been been my wiſh, that the following pair of Lyric 
Epiſtles might be preſented, with my Odes, to the Emperor 
Kix LoNG, on account of the quantity of original merit ; 
but, to uſe a ſublime phraſe, as it would be © letting the cat 
« out of the bag,” I have forborne. | 


The buſtle and proweſs of the invincible Dux E on Bagſhot 
Heath the Heath on fire—the Royal viſit the Man of Straw 
blown from the Mine—the exploſion of the Powder-mills at 
Hounſlow=—the attention of Gops, as well as of the CRows, 
to the Camp the humility of the Bagſhot buſhes, &c. are 
circumftances which, howeyer they may be diſdained by the 
faſtidious pen of HisToRy, ought to be recorded. Indeed, 
I from my ſoul believe, that our Hi/torians, as they are called, 
are tos conceitedly lofty to think of ſullying a page with an 
account of the Camp-tranſaCtions ; but Poets were the only 
hiſtorians of ancient times, which I am ready to prove by a 
profuſion of learned quotation; and conſequently your dull 
uninſpired proſe men are invaders. For my part, I am 
reſolved to ſupport the poetical charter; and conſequently, as 
often as the DUKE, and the KING and the QugEx, and 
Mapam SCHWELLENBERG, and LoRxD CARDIGAN, and 
old NIcoL AI the fiddler, and Six FRANCISs DRAKE, and 
the Pages, the Gpoks, and the Stable-boy;, &c, &c. ſhall utter 
good things, achieve great actions, and be ſeen in cloſe and 
important converſation together, ſuch events ſhall be honoured 
with niches in my LYRIc TEMPLE of IMMORTALITY, 
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The Epiſtle to the Ship ſeems to be full of poetry and 
good wiſhes; but the horrid picture of the future diſappoint. 
ment of our Ambaſſador and his Suite at Pekin, with the 
diſgracefully attendant circumſtances, we hope to be merely 
a playful ſketch of fancy of the Muſe, and that ſhe has realy 
booty FRO oy no ſuch Cy illuminations. 


IC EPISTLY 


| TO 
LORD MACARTNEY, 


AMBASSADOR TO THE COURT OF CHINA. 


0 Crown'd with glory by our glorious King, 
Deck d in his liv'ry too, a glorious thing, 


Amid the wonders at SainT James's done; 
At Houſe of Buckincnam, in Ricumond bow'rs, 


| At Kew, and laſtly WixpsoR's lofty tow'rs, 


Rich ſcenes at once of Majeſty and Fun! 


| Forget not thou the Camp on Baosnot Hratn, 


Where met the grimly regiments of death ; | 
Where not the Dzv' their rage ſublime could damp; 
Though HeaV'n, as if it meant to mock the matter, 


| Pour'd on their powder'd heads huge tubs of water, 


And made the mighty heath a dirty fwamp. 
1 g Yes, | 
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Yes, of our Bagſhor wonders tell Kien LOVG— TR 
Delicious ſubjects for the Epic ſong. | fon 
| Th 


Talk of the valiant troops, all heay'n-deſcended, WM 

On which the Kings of Britain oft depended, 

When bold REBELLION through the nation ran, By 

Her venom ſpread, and told a vulgar hoſt, 

To humble, ſweet Subordination loſt, 8 
That, lo! the migbtieſt Monarch was but Man! 


Such ſoldiers! ſuch rare gen'rals! no poltroons, 
Swell'd by the gas of courage to balloons ; 
Where, though thoſe men like bacon all were ſmoak d 
Not one, by Gop's good providence, was choak'd, 


Of Ricnwmonp's mighty chieftain, RicamonD ſpeak- 
* Now wet, a riding diſhclout,” ſhalt thou ſay— 

Now broiling, whizzing, dropping like a ſteak, 
ee So val'rous, mid the ſun's meridian ray !” 


Talk to Kirn Lone about his Gract's foul ; 
What wiſdom, ſweetneſs, love, pervades the whole! 


But ſouls in common are a dreary waſte, 
By brambles, thiſtles, barb'rous docks diſgrac d; 
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That need the ploughſhare, harrow, and the fire 


eme ſouls are caves of filth and ſpectred eee 


That want a window and a broom, 
To yield them light, and clear the mire. 


When honours lift th' unworthy fool on high, 

On FoxTunxs how with fierce contempt I ſcowl! 
She hangs a dirty cloud upon the ſky, 

And with an eagle's pinion imps an owl, 


Yet knaves and fools enjoy their lucky hours, 

And ribbons, ſtead of ropes, their backs adorn— 
Thus crawls the Toap amid the faireſt flow'rs, 

And with the I IL v drinks the dews of morn. 


But royal Rioh ND honours exaltation— 
The pole-ſtar of our military nation. 

How pleaſant then to ſee a Ricymonp riſe! 
Friend of a Kiys, and fav'rite of the Skixs! 


CranLEs,* to ſupport a baſtard and a wh—, 
Impos'd a tax on coals, that ſtarv'd the poor: 


King of England, whoſe Miſtreſs was a French woman, 


fbr great, great, and illuftrious Anceſtor of his preſent Guacx. 
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__ Thoſe /ans-culottes-men made the ſaddeſt din! 

But mark, how often good proceeds from evil ! 

This deed of CHaRLEs is now a white-waſp'd Devil— 
Lo, RicnuonD caſts a luſtre round the fin! 


By means of this once ſhameful tax on coal, n 
He ſniggles mode/t Merit from her hole! | No 
| T4 | An 
Where is the Soldier that is not his friend? E 
See ADMIRATION to his virtues bend; 4; 
And lo, the ſcar-clad VETERAN adores ! 1 
While Gloxv humbly kneeling to the ſkies, = 
With ſupplicating hands and fervent eyes, Tn 
A length of days upon his head implores. E 
Say, that his Grace, ambitious of a name, 87 
Is ever angling to catch martial fame: Pr 
And fay too, how moſt fortunate the Duke, | 
What noble fiſhes'hang upon his hook; Tl 
Whilſt humbler mortals, lab'ring day and night, At 
Poor patient creatures, ſeldom feel a bite, 
Pow'r in the hands of VigTus is heav'n's dew, | 5 


That foſt'ring feeds the flow'r of happieſt hue : 
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In Vice's graſp, it withers, wounds, and kills; 

is then the fang ſo fatal, form'd to make | 
A paſſage for the venom of the ſnake, 

| That NaTuze's life with difolution fills. | 
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| Bow down, ye armies, then, and thank your God, 
That RicyMonD holds the military rod: 

| No Janus be, with ſelfiſh views to fob, 

| And touch the Nation's pocket with a job.“ 
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| Yes, let the Emp'ror all about him hear 

| Talk of the bold tranſactions of the Peer; 

And ſay, what probably he can't believe, 

| That lo, the dauntleſs body of His Grace, 

| In duels bor'd, has ſcarcely one ſound place 
| A honeycomb, a cullender, a ſieve! 


| Say how that nothing could his courage check ; 
Proud of his poſt, and fearleſs of his neck, 

Though only one upon his ſhoulders —_— 
Thus VAL OUR ſmiles at danger, death, and pain, ? 
And feels an eighteen-pounder through his brain, : | 

Coolly as ſon ane a pat upon the ear! 5 


| * Witneſs the convenient houſe and | Eta near hah 
| Dock, fo economically built with the Public Money, The annals 
| of honour furniſh us. nut with a ſublimer inſtance of /e/f-denial. 


A | Say, 
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Say, how he gallop'd wild, up hill, down dale; 
Frighten'd each village, turn'd each hovel pale; 
Struck all the birds with terror, ſave the crows, 
Who, ſpying ſuch commotion 1n the land, 
| Concluded ſome great matter was in hand, 
Much blood and carnage midſt contending foes, 


Say, how the world his deeds with wonder ſaw; 
Say, that the Bagſhot-buſhes bow'd with awe 
And fay, his phiz ſuch valour did inſpire, 
That lo, the very ground he trod, caught fire.“ 


Say, how went forth to ſee him, half the nation, 
Their mouths well cramm'd with duſt and admiration; 
So ardent ey*ry eye's devouring look, 

| To ſeize the galloping, the flying Duke. 


Such eating and ſuch guzzling ev'ry day; 
_ Nothing to pay! 

All the Duke's friends, great quality and ſmall, 
Our great King GEORGE, and /ovely Queen, 
Were entertain'd ſcot- free, I ween— 

A generous nation doom'd to pay it all, 


his is a literal fa. 


— 


$ 
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And yet when PAR L IAU ENT beholds the bill, 


I think that Parliament, with much ill will, 


May growl, and ſwear it was an idle thing, 


This game of ſoldiers, ſuch a childiſb play: 
But let ne anſwer PARLIAMENT, and ſay, 


It was not childiſb, vox IT PLEAS'D THE KING. 


It made Tou Pain, the bull-dog, hold his tongue @, 
Am d with ſuch lion-paws, and teeth fo long 


Say, that the ſun-like Duke ſhone forth ſo bright, 
That Puncn ne'er triumph'd in a fiercer fight. 


Say, how he fir'd the Hounſlow mills of powder; 


| Say, how the ſympathiſing grain, with ſound, 


Frighten'd the tiles from all the roofs around, 
- Defying the bold Thun DER to roar louder ! 


Say, that immortal C.zsax* trod the place 


No fiercely gallop'd over by His Grace. 


Say, that the Gops beheld him from on high; 


| That, to the Lord of battles, f with a ſigh, 


Thus ſpoke the Monanen of the cos" Son 
| Mans, _ 


*Juitvs Cavan was moſt nah, at Boner. | 


" + RF ed 0 
« Had 
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« Had Troy poſſeſs'd a hero like the Duke, 
e With uch a ſoul, and ſucbh a fighting look, 
« Our City had been fafe amidſt her wars, 


e Go quickly, pull thy hat off to the Dukx, 
« And beg a leſſon from the HERO's book.” 
Lord! as the Duke, where poder only flam'd, 
Was ſo inſpir'd, ſo vaProvs, and ſo hot; 
How had this Duke the ſons of battle ſham'd, 
Mid ſcenes of thunder, where they charg'd with ſoot! 


Say too (and verily it was no joke), 2s 
Although fo Iofty on their cloud-capp'd tow'rs, 
Such were the volumes of aſcending ſmoke, 
Smutty as blackſmiths look'd the heav nly Pow'ss; 
And that the Man of rats (a thought how bright!) 


Flew up, and put their Gopsntps in a fright! 


Tell him, which probably may cauſe a ſmile, 
That, at the diftance of a mile, 


* It is reported, tliat a eoloſſal figure, ſtuffed with ſtraw, vas 


blown out of the hill, to give their Majeſties an adequate idea 
of the aſcent of ten thouſand men or ſo, a frequent event at grand 
ſieges. It is moreover reported, that this ſtuffed figure obtained 
a large portion of royal approbation. Indeed I am Rrong!y 
inclined to believe the ſtory.— It was quite a zew idea. 
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His Grace, a ſkull that powder wants, can note; 
(Which, when it happens, let that ſkull beware) 
See too a club with one diſorder'd hair, 


And mark ane ſpot of greaſe upon a g.. 


Thus fight was Gothic, ſoyenly unchaſte, 
Till Rienuoxp uſher'd in the war of OE: _ 


Say too, chat, for the honour of the nation, . 
We hope to ſee a book on reputation, | _ 

Proving that public vice ſnould bring no ſhame," 
That private only damns a noble name. 5 


Thus the poor Nyurn, too eaſy to contend, 
Who bluſhing ſins in ſecret with a friend, 
Shall be a viler huſſey than the woman 
Who hangs her lips like cherries out for ſale, 
And ſhows her boſom's lilies, to regale | 


Each grazing beaſt that offers—quite a Comaere 


« Why ſhould I fay all this unto the King! * 
Thou are, 0 MacazTwey—Good may ſpring: 


* The Reader i is deſired to ak Lord Lavoanoais concerns 
ing this matter, 5 = 3333 
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It may unto thine embaſſy give weight, | Me 
By putting great K1zn Lon into a fright. Ih 


& Whoknows,” KER Long may whine with rueful face, 1 
e But all the rank and file are like his GRACE I 
« Then ſhall I ſhake upon my ſapphire throne: Wy, 

. « For troops like Ricumon, that on valour feaſt, 


e May, like wild meteors, pour into mine Eaſt, | 7 
« And leave my palace neither ſtick nor ſtone; l 
Like roaring lions ruſh to eat me up 

In Britain breakfaſt, and in China ſup,” | b 

OR 

| 0 

10 THE 8 HIP. l 

O THOU, ſo nicely painted, and ſo trim, 5 

Succeſs attend our CourT's delightful whim ; F 

And all thy gaudy gentlemen on board; V 
With coaches juſt like gingerbread ſo fine, 

Amid the Aſiatic world to ſhine, = G 

And greet of Caina the Mr Lord. y 


Methinks 


ce, 
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Methinks I view thee tow'ring at Ca x To: 
I hear each wide-mouth'd ſalutation- gun; 


[ ſee thy ſtreamers wanton in the gale ; 


| | ſee the fallow natives crowd the ſhore, 
| ſee them tremble at thy royal roar ; 


I ſee the very Manparines turn pale. 


Pagodas of Nang-yang, and Chou-chin-chou, 
80 lofty, to our trav'ling Britons bow ; 


Bow, mountains ee of e 
chan: 
Floods of Ming- ho, your thund'ring voices raiſe; 


Cuckoos of Ming fou you, exalt their praiſe, | 
With geeſe of Sou-chen-che, and Tang-ting-tan. 


0 monkeys of Tou-fou, pray line the road, 


Hang by your tails, and all the branches load; 
Then grin applauſe upon the gaudy throng, 


And drop them honours : as whey paſs along, 


Frogs of F. 3 0 croak from pools of green; 
Winnow, ye butterflies, around the ſcene; 

Sing O be joyful, ev'ry village pig; 
Goats, ſheep, and oxen, through your OY prance; 
Ye buffaloes and dromedaries, dance; 

And elephants, pray Join th unwieldy j jig. 
T 2 
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I mark, L mark, along the duſty road, 
The glitt'ring coaches with their happy load, 
All proudly rolling to PR-xIx's fair town; 
And lo, arriv'd, I ſee the Emp'ror ſtare, 
Deep mary'ling at a ſight fo very rare; 
And now, ye Gods! I ſee the Eup'ROR from, 


And now I hear the lofty Emp ror ſay, 
* Good folks, what is it that ye want, I pray?“ 
And now I hear aloud MacARTNEV cry, 
% Exr'ROR, my Counr, inform'd that you were rich, 
« Sublimely feeling a ſtrong money-itch, 
ce Acrols the caſtern ocean bade me fly; 


« With tin, and blankets, 0 great King, to barter, 
ee And gimcracks rare for China-man and Tartar, 
« Bur preſents, prelents are the things we mean: 

«© Some pretty diamonds to our gracious QUEEN, 

« Big as one's fiſt or ſo, or ſomewhat bigger, 

te Would cut upon her petticoat a figure— 

A petticoat of whom each poet ſings, = 

“ That beams on birch-days for the Beft of Kings. 


Fes, preſents are the things we chiefly wiſh— 
e Theſe give not half the toil we find in trade,” 
On which th' aſtoniſh'd Emp ror cries, 85 Odsfiſh! 


12 Preſents - preſent the rogues the baſtinade. 


Stern 


ch, 
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Stern RESOLOTION'S eye, that flaſh'd with fate, 


At danger cow'ring, wears a wither'd took ; 


Palſy d his ſinewy arm, where vengeance fate, 


Whoſe graſp the rugged oak of ages ſhook— 
His blood, ſo hot, grown ſuddenly ſo chill ; 


Sunk from à torrent to the creeping rill. 


In ſhort, behold with dread MacarTwey ſtare; 


Behold him ſeiz d, his ſeat of honour bare; © 


The bamboo founds—alas! no voice of Favs: 
Stripp d, {choolboy-like, and now I ſee his Train, 


| | fee their lily bottoms writhe with pain, 


And, like his Lorpsne' 's, bluſh with blood and 
ſhame.” | O21 


Ah! what as the coat of ſcarlet dye, 

And collar blue, around their pretty necks ? 
Ah! what the epaulettes, that roaſt the eye, 

And loyal buttons blazing with George Rex? 
Heav'ns! if KIEN LoxG reſolves upon their ſtripping, 
Theſe are no taliſmans to ward a whipping. 


Now with a mock ſolemnity of face, 
| ee the mighty Eup'ROR gravely place 


Tools. caps on all the poor degraded men 
T3 And 
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And now I hear the ſolemn Eme'zor ſay, 
« *Tis thus we Kings of China folly pay ; 
e Now, children, ye may all go home agen.“ 


How in old England wilt thou ſhow thy face ? 
I fear thy viſage will be wond'rous long. 
Know, it may happen—Maniſters and Kings, 
Like common folk, are fallible—poor things ! 
Too often ſanguine, and as often wrong. 


Yet, if ſucceſsful, thou wilt be ador d 
Lo, like a Cheſhire cat our Covxr will grin! 
How glad to find as many gems on board, 


As will not leave thee room to ſtick a pin! 


ODES TO KIEN LONG, 
THE PRESENT EMPEROR OF CHINA. 


T H E QUARRY 5 


A TAL E. 


70 4 LOT 
DROWNED IN A BOWL OF PUNCH. 


ODE TO MACMANUS, TQWNSEND, AND JEALOUS, 
THE THIEF-TAKERS. 


TO CALIA.—TQ A PRETTY MILLINER. 
TO THE FLEAS OF TENERIFFE. 


TO SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON.— TO MY CANDLE, 
Oc. &c, Se. 


— 1 1 


Ara Bagerroy dong, &, ANACREON, 
Ves, let us ſtrike the lyre, and ſing and rhyme ; 
4 By far the wiſeſt way of ſpending time. wg 


So ſays ANACREON, my dear KI ER LonG; 
Let BniTAain then, and China, hear our Song. 
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TO THE 

EMPEROR OF CHINA, 
DEAR KIEN LONG, 

Ar length an opportunity preſents itſelf for con- 


verſing with the ſecond PoTexnTaTE upon earth, 
Cron THE TrirD being moſt undoubtedly the 


frſt, although he never made verſes. Thy praiſes of 


Mouxpen, thy beautiful little Ode to TA, &c. 


have afforded me infinite delight; and to gain my 


audit, who am rather difficult to pleaſe, will, I 
| aſſure thee, be a feather in thy imperial cap. 
Principibus placuiſſe viris, non ultima laus eft. 


Praiſe from a Ba RD of ny poetic ſpirit, 
Proclaims indeed no ſmall degree of merit. 


Excuſe this piece of egotiſm—it is natural, and juſ- 


fied by the ſublimeſt authorities. What fays 
vacll! ? 


oh 7. entanda via eft gua me quoqut pe wy 
* Tollere humo, viforque wirim volitare per ora.” 


What, likewiſe Luckerivs? 


= Inſignemque meo capiti petere inde coronam 


& Une prius nulli wtlirunt tempora Muſe.” 
What, 
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"nt, alſo, Ovip? 


[I Famque ous nie &c. 


What, moreover, Horace ? 


% Exegi monumentum are perennius, &C. 


What, Enxivs? 


* Nemo me lacrumeis decoret nec funera fletu, &c. 


What, again, the great F ather of Poetry, Hours, 
in his delightful HyMN, that ſome impudent Scholiaſt 
declare he never wrote? 


= is Fl ppur üg dd · Alan 
4h w ννEẽ:. xc rio regriob PANS 3 ; 
| Todd erg? ones Os Ni E aH leu. 

Tz TAI peTomio9ey d GereuSow Abc. 


which, with a few preceding lines omitted in the 
quotation, [ thus a little paraphraſtically and beauti- 
fully tranſlate; 


Should Cux los tr x at times enquire 

Wno ſtrikes with ſweeteſt art the Musx's lyre; ; 
This be thine anſwer—** A poor man, ſtark blind; 

An aged minſtrel that at Ca10s dwells, 

Who ſells and fings his works, and ſings and ſells, 
And leaves all other 2 far behind.” . 


So much for my profound learning g in deſence of 
egotiſm ; for where is the man that does not rank 
himſelf amongſt his own admirers? 33 


Now 


ER, 


altz 


the 


utl- 
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Now to the point —As Loxzp MacarTysy, with 
nis moſt ſplendid retinue, is about to open a trade 
with thee, in the various articles of tin, blankets, 
woollen in general, &c. &c. in favour of the two 
Kingdoms ; why might not a literary commerce take 
place between the Gxkar Kizn Loo, and the no 
leſs celebrated PETER PIV DAR? Thou art a man of 
crhymes—and fo am I. Thou art a genius of uncom- 


| mon verſatility—ſo am I, Thou art an enthuſiaſt 
| tothe Muſes—ſo am I. Thou art a lover of novelty— 


o am I, Thou art an 1dolater of Royalty ſo am J. 


Wich ſuch a congeniality of mind, in my God's name 


and thine, let us ſurpriſe the world with an interchange 


of our lucubrations, both for its improvement and 


delight. And to ſhow thee that I am not a literary 


ſwindler, unable to repay thee for goods I may receive 

from thy Imperial Majeſty, I now tranſmit ſpecimens | 

of my talents, in Ode, Ballad, Elegy, Fable, and 
lam, dearKren Long, 


Thy bumble Servant and brother Poet, 


yo SERA 


C 


90-D 41" 


poten complimenteth K1zn Lox G on his poetical talent, and 
condemneth the want of taſte in Weſtern Kings. : 


Dear Eup'ROR, PRIxcR or Poxrs, noble Bao, 
Thy brother Pere ſendeth thee a card, 
To fay thou art an honour to the times— 

Yes, PeTex telleth thee, that fore A King, 
Indeed a moſt extraordinary thing, 
Thou really makeſt very charming rhymes. 


Witneſs thy Mouxpen,* which we all admire; 
Witneſs thy pretty little Ode to Tza, 

Compos'd when ſipping by thy Tartar fire; 
Witneſs thy many a madrigal and glee. | 


Believe me, venerable, good Kien Loo, . 
Vaſt is my pleaſure that the Muſe's ſonng 


* A favourite City of the Emperor, ' 
MS Divinely 
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Divinely ſoundeth through thy Tartar groves ; 
Still greater, that the 7/7 of Eaſtern Kings 
Should praiſe in rhyme the Tartar vales and ſprings, 

And pay a tuneful tribute to the Loves. 


Yet how it hurts my claſſic ſoul, to find 
Some Weſtern Kings to poetry unkind ! 
What though they want the ſkill to make a riddle, 
Charade, or rebus, or conundrum; till | 

"Thoſe Kings might ſhow towards them ſome good will, 
And nobly patroniſe Apollo's fiddle. 


But no—the note is, © How go ſheep a ſcore? 
« What, what's the price of bullock ? how ſells lamb? 
« J want a boar, a boar, I want a boar; | 
« I want a bull, a bull, I want a ram.” 
Whereas it ſhould be this“ I want a Barn, 
« To cover him with honour and reward.” 


Kings deem, ah me! a grunting herd of ſwine 
Companions ſweeter than the tuneful NIxE; 
Preferring to Fauz's dome, a hog-ſtye's mire; 
The roar of oxen to Apollo's lyre. | 


cc Lord! 


le, 


ll 


b? 


d! 


* 
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« Lord! is it poſſible?” J hear thee groan— 
kum Lomo, tis true as thou art on thy throne: 


For fouls like thine, tis natural to doubt it 


MACARTNEY can inform thee all about it. 


ODE II. 


More Compliments to the EmetRorR — A Diſſertation on 


Taxoxzs, and Kings and Queens—A very proper attack 
on the French Revolutioniſts—The fate of poor RxLIG fox, 
propheſied—Alfo, of his Holineſs the Poxz—More Lamenta- 


tions on 8 ROYALTY: 


Tao. art a EINE Atlas, great KIEx Lon ; 
Supporting half th' unwieldy globe, ſo ſtrong ; 
But, Lord! what pigmy fouls to empire rite ! 


Unconſcious of its glorious frame, they ſleep 


Now. juſt like mice from pyramids that peep, 
Thinking a hole's a hole, where'er it lies. 


FoxTUNg has too much pow'r in this ſame world 
Things are too often topſy- turvy hurl' d! 
A bug condemn'd to fy that ſcarce can crawl ; 
3 A maggor 
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A magget taken from its little nut, k 

(There by the great A.z-wisz moſt 20/ely put) 1 
To . midſt the _ of St. Paul! 

Unluckily moſt thrones are placed 0 high, A 
That Kings can ſcarce their loving ſubjects ſpy, 

Hopping beneath them, like ſo many Crows; F 
Which ſubjects have in France been taking 00 
Great liberties in ladder- making, 

To get up nearer to the royal noſe. u 
Thus wrens ere long their pigmy pow'rs will try; : 
And, turning to the clouds their little eye, -- i 
Aim to arreſt, by frequent daring flights, * 
Their elder brothers of the ſkies, the KiTzs ! SP 

ic 


And yet I hate a Fool. upon a throne— 
We have been happy hitherto, thank God; t 
How boys would burſt with laughter, ev'ry one, . 
Were monkey-ſchoolmaſters-to hold the rod! Mil 


Yet much more miſchief follows royal fools, Ki 


As realms are on a larger ſeale than ſchools.— f T 
Th' AMERICANS provide againſt all this: 3 Sol 
Which certain Gentlefalk take much amiſs! Cy 

| + Ad 


A nd 


obs ro KH I 2389 


And then again, the wives of glorious Kings, 
| In generoſity, and ſuch-like things, 
And temper mild, who well themſelves demean, 


Are for the Jubjeft a rare happy matter; 


And let me ſay indeed, who ſcorn to flatter, 
We BRrroxs are moſt lucky in a Qucen. 


And treating Monarchs as ſo many logs; 


E Whereas it is in Courts, as in a pond, 


Some fiſh , ſome frogs. 


| Thus do the robe! foes of Sovereigns cry, 


Rending with vile diſloyalty the ſky: 


« heh will the lucky day be born, that brings 


* A bridle for the inſolence of Kings? 


« Too ſlowly moves, alas! the loitering haur ! 
ben will thoſe TyRANTS ceaſe to fancy Max 


| © A fawning dog in Providence's plan, 


« Ordain'd to lick the blood-ſtain'd rod of Nn * 


Kings have their faults undoubtedly, and many— 
The man who contradicts me, is a zany. | 
dome rob, ſame kill, ſome cheat, ſome cringe and beg; 
Curſt with an av rice, ſome would ſhave an egg. 

Vor. III. U And 
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And yet, with all their ſins, I drop a tear 
On what I'm daily forc'd to ſee and hear. 


Great is the change of late | ſuch horrid ſcenes, 
Such little rev'rence both for Kings and Queens! 
Thus cry the Frenchmen, ſeldom over- nice 
« We want no SCEPTRED PLUNDERERS of States ; 
Out with them—folly to maintain more cats 
«© Than capable of catching mice. 


© Death to their paraſites - we' Il have no more 

«© Leeches that ſuck the heart's blood of the poor. 

« Down with Dukes, Earls, and Lords, thoſe Pagan 
- "ug ws 3 4 

« Falſe gods !—away with ſtars, and ſtrings, and 
——  -- . 


The French are very wicked, I declare; 
They raiſe upon one's head, one's very hair; 
So much thoſe fellows Majeſty abuſe 
Of Royalty the purple robe ſo grand, 
Which ſeizes the deep rey'rence of a land, 
They to a malkin turn, to wipe their ſhoes. 


ee Out with State-pickpockets !” they cry aloud: 
« Death to the rav nous eagles,” cries the crowd, 
8 N ce That 


nd 
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« That happy hover o'er a PeorLz's groans; 
« Thieves, in the plunder of an empire dreſt ; 


« FLaTT'RY'S vile carrion flies, on Kings that feaſt ; 


« Rank bugs that ſhelter in the wood of thrones! 


« The DusTMAN in his cart that hourly laves, 
« Drawn by an aſs, the partner of his toils, 
« How far ſuperior to thoſe titled knaves, 
« In coaches glitt'ring with a kingdom's ſpoils!” 


' The old fic volo, that, with thund'ring ſound, 


Rous'd all the Provinces of France around, 
(And, if great things we may compare to ſmall, 
Juſt like the boatſwain's whiſtle, that makes ſkip 
The jovial fellows of a ſhip) 
This * SIC VOLO is not heard at all 


To humbler phraſes chang'd by ins degrees ; 
* With your good leave, Meffieurs' * Sirs, if you, 
pleaſe.” 


Yes, ſavage are the Fazxcn to Kings and Quality; 
Void of good manners, common hoſpitality— 
Barb' wos, they dog-like wiſh to pick their bones; 
8 92 ; Make 
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Make juſt as much of Dukes as of a duck; 
(Nobility has therefore ſhocking luck) 

And dafh an infant Prince againſt the ſtones. 
Thus butchers calmly ftick a ſucking pig, 
And o'er a bleeding lambkin hum a jig. 


Rz11010N too is in a deep decline; 
Her vot'ries treated like a herd of wine; 
| Rich relicks look'd upon as rotten lumber! 
Who will be canoniz'd for fright'ning devils, 
For bringing back loſt limbs, and cuting evils, 
Scald heads, wry necks; and rickets beyond numbe, 


Without a draught, a bolus, of a pill, 
That of redoubted Doctors foil the ſkill ? 


RiLic1on, who in France, ſome years ago, 
Made in rich filks ſo wonderful a ſhow, 

So us'd with all the pride of curls to charm, 
Is now, poor ſoul, oblig'd to beg her bread, 
With ſcarce a cap or ribbon to her head, 

Or woollen petticoat to keep her warm. 


Her whips demoliſh'd, and extinct her fire, 
f p 8 5 Her 


er, 


Jet 
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Her pincers broken — ſnapp'd in twain her cleaver, 


That flogg' d, that burnt a ſinner to alvations 


Roaſting away the ſoul's adulteration, | 
And chopp'd and pinch'd him to a true Believer, 


No longer are her prieſts to bu maintainꝰd 
Thus is that. horrid beaſt the Dev'l unchain'd, 
That roaring Bull at once his triumph ſhows ; 


| For, if not paid, what prieſts can proye their might, 


Fight the good fight, 
And, like ſtaunch bull-dogs, nail him by the noſe? 


Death 5 the Dzy* 'L, the ſmutty rogue, and Sin, 
A pretty junto, are upon the grin; 
Hoping to i the dark infernal hole, 


[If all the prieſts refuſe to help a ſoul ; 


That moſt important conteſt then is o'er; 
Pull Dzv'r, pull Paxson, will be ſeen no more. 


Yes, at her wounded pow'r ReL1c1on faints; 
Alas! no more old bones ſhall make new Saints; 
No more ſhall Lent, lean lady, cry her fiſh ; 
No more ſhall flices of the Croſs be courted ; 
Deſpis'd the manger that our Lord ſupported, 
His ſacred aps and the Virgin s diſh. 
U 3 No 


> 4 
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No abſolutions, like potatoes, ſold; 

No purgatory- ſouls redeem'd by gold: Lp 

No more in cloth of gold, and red-heel'd ſhoes, 
Bag-wig and ſword, a mob the Saviour“ views— - 
Sold no certificates} of good behaviour, 

To ſhow the Lord, the Virgin, and that Saviour. 
No more ſhall MiRACLES obtain applauſe, 
Laugh at old TIM, and break Dame NATrukx's laws; 
No more dead herrings, fill'd with life and motion, 
Leap from the frying-pan, and ſwim the ocean, 


Soon may this wicked Spirit ſteal to Rome, 
And poiſon ev'ry ſacred: dome; 
Relicks be, kick'd and mock'd by many a giber— 
The PontiF to the very workhouſe brought, 
Or, what could never have been thought, 
Plump'd with his (rifle < crown into the Tyber: 


Once a year this fine mummery is exhibited i in France, and 
in other Romiſh countries. | | 

+ In ſome parts of Ruflia, narrow ſlips of paper, in form of 
_ a ribbon, conſecrated by the Biſhop, are fold for about three- 
pence a piece, and bound about the heads of dying people. 
They are certificates of their good behaviour. The inſcription 
on each is as follows:. To old God Almighty, to young G04 
_ « Almighty, and young God Almighty? s Mamma—this is to 
Fa 588 that * bearer hereof died a good Chriſtian.“ 


There 
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There may we view him flound'ring wild about, 
With not a SainT he dubb'd to pull him out: 


The fair chaſte quills, from angel wings procur' 4 
Be turn'd to uſes not to be endur'd; 

To villain pens, inſtead of crow-quills cut, 

To draw lewd figures, and deliver /mut : 


Melted the Church's ſacred plate to mugs, 
To candleſticks, to punch-ladles, and jugs ; 
To porrengers the pipes“ of facred tunes, 
And ſilver Chriſts to caniſters and ſpoons, 


Phials that held of Saints the ſu ffering ſighs, | 


deen by the dimmeſt of believing eyes, 


Lo, to the meaneſt offices ſhall ſink— 


Hold aquafortis, or reviling ink! 


The ViRoin's gowns and garters, ſtockings, ſhoes, 
Sold to her enemies, perhaps, the Jews | 
Her paints, curls, caps, hoop, gauzes, muſlin, lace, 
Sold to trick harlots for a rogue's embrace 


* Of the organs, 
4 Now 
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Now to difloyal mongrels we return, 
That bark at Kings, and for confuſion burn. 


How have © our mighty Monarchs been brought down | 
Trod in the duſt, like ſome old wig, the Crown ! 1 
The WAR IRS ſome confin'd in jails ſo dread; | 
Some ſhot—fome poiſon'd with as much /ang-froid, 
As though the Mos had merely been employ'd 
To knock a thieying polecat on the head. ( 


In birth the Pvn.tc ſees no kind of merit ! 


Think of the preſent equalizing ſpirit! d 
Amidſt the populace how rank it ſprings ! 

Nay, from the palaces the VIRTuxs fly, | 

While, boldly entering from their beaſtly ſtye, ; 

The vulgar Passroxs ruſh to Pig with Kings! , 

X 

N 

5 

; 

1 


ob I 


- - 


ni 


ODES TO KIEN LONG, 297. 


o DE II. 


The PogT ſweetly reproveth the Eur xxo for neglecting to 
turn a penny in an honeſt way, and demonſtrateth the incon- 
yeniency of Generofity—proving that a mind on a Broad ſcale 

may be productive of narrow circumftances. | | 


G REAT KING, thou never educateſt fwine, 
Nor takeſt goſlings under thy tuition ; | 

Nor boardeſt by the week thy neighbour's kine, 
Like PHAR aon's—that is, in a lean condition, 


Nor doſt thou cut down palaces to pens, 

Nor ſendeſt unto market cocks and hens; 

Nor to a butcher ſelleſt pork and beef: 

Nor wool nor egg-merchant, O King, art thou; 

Nor doſt thou watch the girl who milks the cow, 
| For fear the girl might ſip, and prove a thief; 

Nor ſetteſt traps to ſave thy fowls and eggs, 

And catch thy loyal ſubjects by the legs,— 


Nor doſt thou go a ſhopping, mighty King ; 
I know that thou depiſeſt ſuch a thing; 
WE + +; | 4 Yes, 
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Yes, to expoſe ſuch meanneſs thou art loath: 
Thou ſcorn'ſt to pride thyſelf on buying cheap, 
And for ſome trifle a huge pother keep, 

An ounce of Slacłguard, & or a yard of cloth. 


Nor doſt thou (which /ome people may deem ftrange) 
Send Pages with a halfpenny for change; 

Nor doſt thou (which would be a crying ſin) 

Cheat of his dues the Parſon of Pz-KiN. 


Thy mind was form'd upon an ampler ſcale : 
Each thought is generoſity a whale: 

Not a poor ſprat to dunghills to be hurl'd— 
Thy ſoul a dome illum'd by GRAN DEUR's rays, 
That o'er thy mighty empire caſts a blaze; 

A beacon to inform a world. 


But, ah! Kifen Lone, thou never wilt be rich, | 
If generoſity thy heart bewitch. 

What ſays Economy ?.,* Let ſubjects groan— 
ce Let MiszRVY's howl be mulic to thine ear 
J 10 Tes, let the widow's and the orphan's tear 
« Fall printleſs on thy heart as on a ſtone.” 


* A coarſe ſnuff, emphatically ſo called, 


The 
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The ſouls of many Kings are vulgar entries, 
With not a ruſhlight midſt the diſmal winding; 

A long, dark, dangerous, dreary way, paſt finding— 
HyeocRIsY and MAN NESS the two ſentries, 


) AuBITION, that on riches caſts its eyes, 
Mounts on the tempeſt of a PeorLe's fighs ! 
0 Emp'ror, GenzrosrTyY's a fool— | 
She wants advice from /aving Wisbou's ſchool. 


Look at a ſmiling field of graſs: 

Nothing can eat it out, nor horſe nor als, 
Provided that you put, to ſpare the feaſt, 

A padlock on the mouth of ev'ry beaſt. 
Thus, muzzle but thy palace now and then, 
Thou wilt be wealthy among ſceptred men. 


Invite not a whole MiLLtoN* to thine hunt: 

Thy purſe with ſuch a heavy weight would grunt, 
In England, when a King a deer unharbours, 
The ſport a half a dozen butchers ſhare; 

Of ſmutty chimney-ſweeps perchaunce a pair; 
With probably a brace or two of barbers. 


* This is the number of the Emperor's attendants, in general, 


at a hunt, 


What 
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What though tis not quite royal —ſtill we boaſt 
Of gaining glorious ſun with little coſt. 

The pocket is a very ſerious matter: 

Small beer allayeth thirſkk—nay, ſimple water. 


The ſplendor of a chace, or feaſt, or ball, 
Though ſtrong, are paſſing, momentary rays— 
The luſtre of a little hour—that's al; 
Whule guizeas with eternal ſplendor blaze. 


ODE lv. 


Pere breaketh out into a frarge rhapſody, fo unlike Px rr, | 


who chriſteneth himſelf the Por of the ProeLE—He adviſcth 
the EmyzRron to actions never practiſad by Kings !—Is it, or 
is it not, one continued vein of happy irony? 


GIVE nothing from thy privy purſe away, 


I fay— 
Nay, ſhould thy coffers and thy bags run ver, 
Neglect or penſion Mex ir on the Poor. 


IR - a © ok EC Aa | — 2 a. 
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ide not to Hoſpitals thy Name's enough ;, 
To death-face Famine, not a pinch of ſnuff: 
On WzaLTH thy quarry; keep a falcon-view; 
And from thy very children fteal their due. 


Shouldſt thou, in hunts; be tumbled from thy horſe; 


Unlucky, midſt ſome river s rapid courſe; | 
Though ſharp between 2by/elf and Death the Arie, 
Give not the Page a ſous that ſaves thy life. 


Should Lovs allure thee to ſome Palx-ONE's arms; 
Who yields thee all the luxury of charms, 
And deluges thy panting heart with bliſſes ; 
Take not a fixpente from thy groaning cheſt, 
To buy a ribbon for the fragrant breaſt 
That ſwell'd with all its ardour to tag: kiſſes, 


Buy not a garland « her FIR TY 
Buy not of mittens, or of gloves, a pair, 
To ſhield her hands from froft, or SUMMER” s ray; 


| Buy not a bonnet to defend her face, 


Nor Kerchief to protect each ſnowy grace; 
And deck her on ſome rural holiday: 4 
But ſuffer her in homely geer to pine, 


la ſimple elegance where others ſhine. 
A | Thou 
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Thou probably mayſt anſwer, with a groan, 
e What! ſpread a vile contagion o'er the throne! 
e Perdition catch the wealth, in heaps that lies, 
« Whilſt trodden Mzxrr lifts her aſking eyes! 


« That calf, ſhall gariſn OsrENTATTON grin, 

e Deck'd by the ſweat of Lazour's ſun-burnt ſkin 
ce Poor cart-horſe, envy'd e' en his very oats? 
ce Heav'ns! ſhall this Mummer OsTexTaTION cry, 

« Roaſt in the ſun, thou Mos, in aſhes lie; 
cc Mine be the guineas, SLAVE, and thine the groats, 


Mine be the luxury of wine and oil; 

« 'Thine, that I condęſcend to drink thy toil,” 
Ah! ſay'ſt thou thus ?—dares honour this high pitch? 
Then, noble Eup' Rox, thou wilt ne'er be rich. 


Gold ſhould not gather in a ſubjectis cheſt— 
The crew grows mutinous—it cannot reſt; 
It talketh of equality, indeed! _ 
No, let the Monarch's bags and coffers hold 
The flatt'ring, mighty, nay, all- mighty gold; 
On this ſhall brawny Pow's his ſinews feed; 


4 | | th Jovrs 


V 


Is, 
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And hear of Poverty the fruitleſs ſighs! 
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Jovs's eagle near the throne, with eye of fire, 
The-vengeance-bearer of the royal ire 

Enrich the realm, SuBoRDINATION dies 
Wral rn forms a wing that daſhes at the ſcies. 


Bluſh not, though up to neck, to noſe, in gold, 
To let thy fav'rite Mandarine be told, 

« The Emp'ror pants for money hunt about:“ 
And ſhould thy Miniſter, with impious breath, | 
Say, e S1Rx, we've ſqueez'd the people nigh to 
| death 
Off with the villain's head, or kick him out. 

'Tis pleaſant to look down upon the hovel, 
And count the royal treaſure with a ſhovel! 
Pleaſant to mark the whites of wilhing eyes, 
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Grand, on their knees to ſee the million cow'r ! 
Pale, ſtary'd ſubmiſſion is the feaff of Pow'R. 
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Pr'ythee, to Europe come, KEN Lono, with ſpeed: 
We'll give thee much inſtruction on this head; 

Nay, /ome examples alſo ſhall be brought, 

Which beats a cold dry precept all to nought. 
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Parxcxpr's a pigmy, hectic, weak, and flight; 
ExaMPLE is a giant in his might. 
Then, pr'ythee, to our Eukorz haſte to fare; 
Lo, Evzoet ſhall produce thee /uch @ Pair 


A Pair! to whom lean Av'rice is a fool, 
And means to take a leſſon from their ſchool: 


ODE * 


PzTen giveth an account of the Expedition of od Macakrur Y, 
and, contrary to the tenor of the preceding Ode, abſolutely 
recommendeth GENEROSITY to the EMPkROR. 


Ki LONG; our REAN GREAT ers, and 
| *'SquiRe PITT, 
Fam'd. through the univerſe for Javing wit, 

Have heard uncommon tales about thy wealtli; 
And now a veſſel have they fitted out, 
Making for good Kun Lan à monſtrous rout, 
To trade; and beg, and aſk about his health. 


This, to my ſimple and unconnying mind, | 
Seems economical, and very kind ! 
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And now, great EMyERor of China, ſay, 
What handſome things haſt thou to give away ? 


Accept a proverb out of Wispou's ſchools— 
© Barbers firſt learn to ſhave, by ſhaving fools I 
PiTT ſhav'd our faces firſt, and made us grin— 
Next the poor French—and now the hopeful Lap, 
Ambitious of the honour, ſeemeth mad 
To try this razor's edge upon 4% chin, 


Tazs as a generous Prince we all regard; 
For ev'ry preſent, lo, returning double: 
'Tis therefore thought that thou wilt well reward 
The „pip and Logp MacarTwey for their trouble, 


And now to GzoRGE and CHARLOTTE what the pre- 
ſents.? | 

No humming-birds, we beg—no owls, no pheaſants ; 

Such gifts will put the palace in a ſweat— 

For God's ſake ſend us nothing that can eat. 


What gifts, I wonder, will thy KING and Quetw 
* Send to KIEN Loxs ?“ thou cry'ſt.— Not much, 

I ween; 

Vot., III. X They 
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They can't afford it; they are very poor — 


And though they ſhine in ſo ſublime a ſtation, 
They are the pooreſt people in the nation, 
So wide of Charity their neat *trap-door ! !! 


Our Ki may ſend a dozen cocks and hens ; 


Perhaps a pig or two, of his own breeding; 
Perhaps a pair of turkeys from his pens; 
Perhaps a duck, of his own feeding 


Or paſſibly a half a dozen geeſe, 

Worth probably a half-a-crown a- piece; 
And that he probably may deem enough. 

Her gracious MaJjesTY may condeſcend 


Her precious compliments to ſend, 
Tack'd to a pound or two of ſnuff; 


The hiſtory of $trelitz too, perhaps; 
A place that cuts a figure in the maps. 


Moſt mighty Eur'aox, be not thou afraid 
That we ſhall genereſity upbraid: 


* Reader, this expreſſion is uncommonly beautiful. The mf 
feeret charities are generally the largeſt, and moſt acceptable to 


God. 


Send 


| But 
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Send heaps of things—poh ! never heed the mea- 
If Palaces won't hold the precious things, [ſfure— 
Behold, the beſt of Queens and eke of Kings 

Will build them &4arns to hold the a. 5 


| know thy ene $ ſuch, 

Thou fancyeſt thou canſt ſend Zoo 3 

But as I know the Great- ones of our Iſle, . 
The very thought indeed would make them ſmile. 


Lord! couldſt thou fend the Chineſe Empire o'er, 
So hungry, we ſhould gape for more : 

Yes, couldſt thou pack the Chineſe Empire up, 

We'd make no more on't than a China cup ; 

Ev'n then My LADY SCHWELLENBERG would bawl, 
Gate dem de ſhabby fella—vat, dis all!“ | 


Whales very rarely make a hearty meal— 

Thus Princes an eternal hunger feel; 

Moreover, fond of good things gratis; 

Whoſe ſtomach's motto ſhould be, nunquam ſatis, 


Then load away with rarities the ſhip, 


And let us cry, © She made a hang/ome trip“ — | 
But mind, no humming birds, apes, owls, 8 ; 


The dev'l take preſents that can wag their jaws. 
| X 2 ODE 
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| \ 
0O...D. 
SmpLIcrry, I dote upon thy tongue ; ; 
And thee, O white-tob'd TxuTa, I've rev'renc'd long; , 


I'm fand too of that flaſhy varlet WIr, 
Who ſkims earth, ſea, heav' n, hell, exiſtence o'er, 
| To put the merry table in a roar, 
And ſhake the ſides with laugh- convulſing fit. 


O yes! in ſweet Stuplicrrr I glory 
To her we owe a charming little ſtory. 


WILLIAM PENN, NATHAN, 
AND 


THE v4 177 


4 TALE. 


AS well as I can olle, 


It is a ſtory of fam' d WiLLiaM Pens, | « 
By bailiffs oft beſet, without effect, 
Like numbers of our Lords and Gentlemen— « 


ge 7 ” WiLLIAN 


ng; 


3 
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I ria had got a private hole to ſpy 
The folks who came with writs, or © How d'ye do?“ 
Poſſeſſing, too, a penetrating eye, 
Friends from his foes the Quaker quickly knew, 


A Bailiff in diſguiſe one day, 
Though not diſguis'd to our friend WILL, 
Came, to WII L's ſhoulder compliments to pay, 
| Conceal'd, the catchpole thought, with wond'rous 
ſkill. | 


Boldly he knock'd at WiLLI1am's door, 


Dreſs'd like a gentleman from top to toe, 
Expecting quick admittance, to be ſure 
But no! 


WiLI's ſervant NATHAN, with a ſtrait-hair'd head, 
Unto the window gravely ſtalk'd, not ran— 

« Maſter at home?“ the Bailiff ſweetly ſaid— 
Thou canſt not ſpeak to him,” reply'd the Man. 


« What!” quoth the Bailiff, © won't he ſee me then?” 
* Nay, ſnuffled NATHAN, ©let it not thus ſtrike thee; ; 
©® Know, verily, that WiLL1aM PExx 
85 Heih ſeen thee, but he doth not like thee,” 
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TY A FECT, 


TAKEN OUT OF A BOWL OF PUNCH. 


An ! poor intoxicated little knave, 
Now ſenſeleſs; floating on the fragrant wave; 
Why not content the cakes alone to munch ? 
Dearly thou pay'ſt for buzzing round the bowl; 
Loft to the world, thou buſy ſweet-lipp'd ſoul— 
Thus DEATH, as well as PLEASURE, dwells with 
Punch, 


Now let me take thee out, and moraliſe.— : 
Thus 'tis with mortals, as it is with flies, 

For ever hankering after PLEAsuRE's cup: 
Though Fa rz, with all his legions, be at hand, 
The beaſts, the draught of Cizcs can't withſtand, 

But in goes every noſe they muſt, will ſup, 


Mad are the PasSIONS, as a colt untam' d! 
When PRubkxes mounts their backs, to ride them 
mild, 
They fling, they ſnort, they foam, they riſe inflam'd, 
Infiſting on their own ſole will ſo wild. 


Gadſbud 


th 
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Gadſbud ! my ſprawling friend, thou art not dead; 
The Fates, ſo kind, have not yet ſnipp'd thy thread; 
By heav'ns, thou mov'ſt a leg, and now its brother, 


And kicking, lo, again thou mov'ſt another 


And now thy little drunken eyes uncloſe; 
And now thou feeleſt for thy little noſe, 
And, finding it, thou rubbeſt thy two hands; 
Much as to ſay, © I'm glad I'm here again.” 
And well mayſt thou rejoice—'tis very plain, 
That near wert thou to DzaTH's unſocial lands. 


| And now thou rolleſt on thy back about; 


Happy to find thyſelf alive, no doubt— 

Now turneſt—on the table making rings; 
Now crawling, forming a wet track, | | 
Now ſhaking the rich liquor from thy back, 
Now flutt'ring nectar from thy ſilken wings: 


Now ſtanding on thy head, thy ſtrength to find, 
And poking out thy ſmall, long legs behind ; 
And now thy pinions doſt thou briſkly ply; _ 


Preparing now to leave me—farewell, Fly ! 


T4 Go 
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Go, join thy brothers on yon ſunny board, 
And rapture to thy family afford 
| There wilt thou meet a miſtreſs, or a wife, 
That ſaw thee, drunk, drop ſenſeleſs in the ſtream; 
Who gave, perhaps, the wide-reſounding ſcream, 
And now fits groaning for thy precious life. 
Yes, go and carry comfort to thy friends, W 
And wiſely tell them thy imprudence ends. 1 


Let buns and ſugar for the future charm ; | 

Theſe will delight, and feed, and work no harm— 

_ Whilſt Puncn, the grinning merry imp of ſin, \ 
Invites th' unwary wand'rer to a kiſs, 5 | 
Smiles in his face, as though he meant him bliſs, 0 
Then, like an alligator, drags him in. 


n 


n 
1 0 THE 


FLEAS OF TENERIFFE. 


— 


Written in the Year 1768, at Sax TA Cruz, in company with 
a Son of the late ApMI RAL Bos cawEx, at the Houſe of 
Mr. Mack ERRICk, a Merchant of that place. 


VE hopping natives of a hard, hard bed, 

Whoſe bones, perchaunce, may ache as well as ours, 
0 let us reſt in peace the weary head, 
| This night —the firſt we ventur'd to your bow'rs. 


Thick as a flock of ſtarlings on our ſkins, 
Ye turn-at once to brown, the lily's white ; 
Ye ſtab us alſo, like ſo many pins— 
SLEEP fwears he can't come near us whilſt ye bite. 


In yain we preach—in vain the candle's ray 
Broad flaſhes on the imps, for blood that itch— 
In vain we bruſh the buſy hoſts away 
{ Fearleſs, on other parts their thouſands pitch. 
| And 
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And now I hear a hungry varlet cry, 
« Eat hearty, fleas—they're ſome outlandiſh men 
ec Fat ſtuff—no Spaniards, all ſo lean and dry— — 
« Such charming ven'ſon ne er may come agen,” 


How ſhall we meet the morn? With ſhameful eyes! 
With nibbled hands, and eke with nibbled faces, 

Juſt like two turkey-eggs, we ſpeckled riſe, 

Scorn'd by the Loves, and mock'd by all the GRAcxs. 


What will the ſtately Nymph, Joanxa,* ſay? 
How will the beauteous CaTRHERIN A“ ſtare! 
ce Away, ye naſty Britons—foh ! away! 
In founds of horror will exclaim the Fair. 


What though we tell them 'twas MACKERRICK 5} bed? 
What though we ſwear 'twere all Macxzraick's 

Diſguſted will the Virgins turn the head; [ fleas? 
No more we kiſs their fingers on our knees; 


No more our groaning verſes greet their hand; 
No more they liſten to our panting proſe ; 
No more beneath their window ſhall we ftand, 

And ſerenade their beauties to repoſe. 


* Young Spaniſh Ladies of the firſt faſhion. 
+ He is a principal man in the iſland, and much reſpetted. 
wary | The 
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The Converſationi meet their end; 

The love-inſpir'd Fandango warms no more; 
The laugh, the nod, the whiſper, will offend; 

The leer, the ſquint, the ſqueezes, all be o'er. 


But, O ye ruthleſs hoſts, an Arab train, 

| Ye daring light- troops of that roving race, 

Know ye the ſtrangers whom with blood ye ſtain ? 
Know ye the voyagers ye thus diſgrace ? 


One is a DocTor, of redoubted ſkill, 
A Briton born, that dauntleſs deals in death; 
Who to the Weſtern IND proceeds to kill, 
And, probably, of thouſands ſtop the breath : 


| A Band, whoſe wing of thought, and verſe of fire, 


Shall bid with wonder all PARNAssus ſtart; 
A BAR D, whoſe converſe Mon arcns ſhall admire, | 


And, happy, learn his lofty Odes by heart. 


The other, lo, a Pupil rare of Mas, 
A youth who kindles with a FaTrzR's flame; 
Boscawen call'd, who fought a kingdom's wars, 
And gave to Immortality a name. 


At his Excellency's the Governor. 
1 Part of this prophecy has been amply verified. 
” Lo, 
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Lo, ſuch are we, freebooters, whom ye bite! 
Buch is our Britiſh Quality, O Fleas !— 

Then ſpare our tender ſkins this one, one night— 
To-morrow eat MACKERRICK, if ye pleaſe. 


The preſent unnatural and fatal enmity towards thoſe bef creatures js 
the world, Kix S and QUEENS, putting our moſt avcysr 
CouPL more on their guard againſt evil machinations, by ſel:fing 
Mr. TowNsSEND,. Mr. Macmanus, and Mr. Je ALOUS, thy 
moſt accompliſhed Thief- takers upon earth, to watch over them as 4 
Garde de Corps; ſuch an important circumſtance, ſo iHuminative of 
the hiftorical page, could not eſcape the eagle eye of the Ly RIC BaRR, 
auh, in conſequence, has addreſſed an Ode of praiſe and adminitinn 
to the three aforeſaid Gentlemen. | 


1 0 


MESSRS. TOWNSEND, MACMANUS, AND JEALOUS, 


THE THIEF-TAKERS, AND ATTENDANTS ON MAJESTY, 


XE friends to Jus ric GIBBET, Jus ric Jail, 


And JvsTict Carr's ſlow-moving tail, 


Accept the Bax p's ſincere congratulation— 
Ye glorious imps, of thief. ſuppreſſing ſpirit, 
Elected, for your moſt heroic merit, 
The Guardians of the Rulers of the Nation. 
When 
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When BLoop, that enterpriſing chap, 
Attempted only on the crown a rape, 

Pale Honk Rox rais'd her hands, and roll'd her eyes: 
But ſhould /ome knave, with fingers moſt unclean, 
Attempt to ſteal away our KING and Queen, 

How would the Empire in diſorder riſe ! 


Juſt like the nations of a honey'd hive, 
Who, if they loſe their Sov'x ION, never thrive. 


At midnight, lo, ſome knave might ſteal ſo ſly, 
In ſilence, on the royal lleepy eye, | 
And, giving to his ſacrilege a looſe; 
Bear off the mighty Monarch on his back, 
Juſt as fly Reynard, in his night attack, 
Bears from the farmer's yard a gentle gooſe. 


Ye glorious thief-takers, O watch the Pair; 
We cannot ſuch a precious couple ſpare— 
O, cat-like, guard the door againſt Tou Palxz: 


Tou Parwz's an artful and rebellious dog, 


Swears that a ſacred throne | is but a log 
And Monazcus too expenſive to maintain, 


I know - 
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I know their Majeſties are in a fright ; - 

I know they very badly ſleep at night : 
Tou Palxz's indeed a moſt terrific word; 


A name of fear, that ſounds in ey'ry wind ; 1 
A goblin damn'd, that haunts the royal mind; 1 
Of DamocLs, the hair-ſuſpended ſword, 
Why ſhould our glorious Soy'reigns be unbleſt? ( 
Why by a paltry ſubject be diftreſt ? 
Is there no poiſon for TOM Pains ?—alas! | 
Is there no halter for this knave of knaves? 
Audacious fellow! lo, the Crown he braves, 
And calls the Kingdom a poor burden'd g/s. ] 
For this poor burden'd a/s, he ſwears he feels, ; 


And bids him lift, a regicide, his heels. 


What a bright thought in GzoRGcE and CHARLOTTE, 
Who, to eſcape each wicked varlet, 
And diſappoint Tom Palxx's diſloyal crew, 
Fix d on the brave Machanvus, TOWNSEND, JEALOUS, 
Delightful company, delicious fellows, 


To point out, ev'ry minute, who is who! 


To 
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To huſtle from before their noble Graces, 
Raſcals with ill-looking deſigning faces, 
Where treaſon, murder, and ſedition, dwell ; 
To give the life of ev'ry Newgate wretch ; 
To ſay who next the. fatal cord ſhall ſtretch— 
The ſweet hiſtorians of the penſive cell. 


O with what joy felonious acts ye view! 
How pleas'd, a thief or highwayman to hunt ! 

Bleſt as CoxxwALLISs, Tippoo to purſue ; | 
Bleſt as old Puxs'zam Brow, and Hunzy Punt! 


How itch your fingers to entrap a thief! 
How nimbly ye purſue him - with what ſoul 
Track him from haunt to haunt, to mercy deaf, 
And drag at laſt the felon from his hole ! 


Thus when a CHAMBERMAID a FLEA eſpies, 

How beats her heart! what lightnings fill her eyes 
To ſeize him, lo, her twinkling fingers ſpread, 
And ſtop his travels through the realm of bed. 


He hops the eager damſel marks the jump; 


Now ſudden falls in thunder on his rump— 
| 4 She 
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She miſſes—off hops BLoopsUuckeR again: 

The nymph with wild alacrity purſues; 

Now loſes ſight of him, and now gets views, 
Whilſt all her trembling nerves with ardour ſtrain, 


Now fairly tir'd, with melancholy face, 

Poor ſighing Susan quits th' important chace :— 
Once more reſolv'd, ſhe brightens up her wits, 
And, furious, to her lovely fingers ſpits— 
Thrice happy thought! yet, not to flatter, 

.?Tis not the cleanlieſt trick in nature. 


Now in the blanket deep ſhe ſees him hide, 
Who, winking, fancieth Sus Ax cannot ſee ; 

Now Susan drags him forth, with victor pride, 

The culprit cruſheth ; and thus falls the Fre a! 


What pity *tis for this important nation, 
The Princes all have had their education ! 

What pounds on Gottingen were thrown away ! 
How had ye moralis'd their youngling hearts, 
How had ye giv'n an inſight of the Arts, 

So neceſſary, Sirs, for ſov'reign ſway! 
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Conninc's a pretty monitor for Kings; 
She teacheth moſt extraordinary things; 

She keepeth ſubjects in their proper ſphere; 
She brings that fool, the Million, tame to hand, 
To dance, to kneel, to proftrate at command 

A Kingdom is a Monarch's dancing bear. 
By means of this ſame humble capering beaſt, 
What royal ſhowmen fill their fobs, and feaſt ! 


0 tell the world's great Maſters, not to are. 
A ſubject's murmur is beneath their care: 

When well accuſtom'd to the buſy thong, 
Flogging's a matter of mere ſport—a ſong. 


All know the tale of BeTTyY and the Eel— 
« You cruel b—h, (a man was heard to ſay) 
4 To ſerve poor creatures in that horrid way!“ 
Lord, Sir!” quoth BETTY, turning on her heel, 
The eels are cd to it !”—ſo ſaying, 
And n 'S fa ira, . Ai. 


0 Al I envy you oor happy name! 5 

Tui ſhall not eat the mountain of your fame; 

For thus myſelf your Epitaph ſhall write, 

And dare the vile old ſtone-eater to bite. 009 
Vor. III. A. FER 
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THE EPIT APH. 
« Here lie three moans ofa of death, knock'd down by 
Fart; © TIT M1059 
« Of 075 Us IE the _— blood-hounds too, fo keen; 
„ Who choak'd the Frrle plund'rers of the State, 


« And, glorious, fav'd a Monty KN and 
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Behold, the Guards, fo diſappbinted,” mourn! 
With jealoufy their glorious boſomns burn; 

To find. by ow; dread Sirs, uſurp'd their places: 
e What! not the regiments of Death be truſted ! 
« By Thief takers, O'Fefi!' to be oufted ! | 

ce Thief-catchers Gardes de Corps mito their Graces!” 
Thus, thus enelaitm che angry men in rel, 
Who, with theif words a and reps go to bed. 


Gods! how: I aw great elk their: Joys ! 

Your tales of houſe-breakers, thoſe nightly curſes; 
Of heroes of the heath, St. Gi'ts's' boys; 

Hiſt'ries of Ser aua Yd a purſes 


— "Whit delthefol "oO 


Stories ſurpaſſing tales of Ronin Hoop. 
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weet are of ſlight-hand BarrINGTON the tales; 
Of changeful Major SEM LE, charming too 
Delicious ſtory through each hulk prevails, 

Full of inſtruction, pleaſant, ſage, and new. 


Hence the pure ſtreams of thieving ſcience flow, 

hich through your mouths to gaping Monarchs go; 
And frequently the royal gaze, ye greet 
ith curious inſtruments, for robbing mete. 


io would not wiſh to ſee the gliding crook, 
With whom the purſes oft in ſilence ſtray ? 

ho would not on the tools with rapture look, 
That from poſt-chaiſes ſnap the trunks away ? 


| * : ; 
Ne would not ope falfe dice, ingenious bones? 


* 


curious ſpeculation, worthy thrones. 


gb the loud world, and let it laugh again; 

ie GxEaT of WixDsoR ſhall ſuch mirth diſdain, 
In days of yore, dull days, inſipid things, 

ings truſted only to a PeoPLE's love ; 

it modern times in politics improve, 

And Bow-ftreet Runners are the ſhields of Kings. 


83 
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DDE T0 CEL TA. 


Envy muſt own that thou art paſſing fair; 

Lovx in thy ſmiles, and Juno in thy air: 
Yet, Cz, if with Gods I may be free, 

I think that Jove commits a ſort of ſin, | 

By ſtripping all the Graces to the ſkin, 
Merely to make a nonpareille of thee. 


CIA, thou knoweſt too that chou art pleaſing; 
Moſt ſpider- like, the hearts of mortals ſeizing; 
And what too maketh me confounded ſour, 
Thou knowelt what I wiſh to hide, 

Which rather mortifies my pride, 
That I'm a ſimple fly, and in thy pow'r. 


When NarTure ſent thee blooming from above, 

She meant thee to ſupport the cauſe of Love— 
To keep alive a beautiful creation: 

Thy graces hoarded, girl, thou muſt be told, 

Are really like the ſordid Miskk's gold, 

Worthleſs, for want of circulation, 


- Behold 


It 
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Behold ! a guinea, by a proper uſe, 
| Another pretty guinea will produce; 
And thus, O peerleſs girl, thy beauty 
May bring thee cent. per cent. within the year; 
That is, another beauty may appear, 


If properly it minds its duty. 


of wonder, lo, thou putteſt on the ſtare— 
It ſeems a dark and intricate affair; 
Thou wanteſt a good, able, ſound adviſer : 
Well, then, my dear, at once agree, 
As chamber-counſel to take me; 
I know none better qualified, nor wiſer. 
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A PRETTY MILLINER, 


O NyMPH, with bandbox tripping on ſo fee; 

For Love's ſake, ſtay thoſe pretty tripping feet, 
Join'd to an ancle, form'd all hearts to fteal— 

That ancle to the neateſt leg united, 

Perbaps—with which I ſhould be much delighted, 
For men by little matters gueſs a deal. 


' Love lent thee lips, and lent that bloom divine— 
But, deareſt Damſel, what can make them mine? 
Heav'n reſts upon thoſe heaving hills of ſnow; 
The faſcinating dimple in thy chin; 
In ſhort, thy charms without, and charms within, 
Speak, are they purchaſable? aye, or no? 


Thou ſeeſt my ſoul wild ſtaring from my eyes; 
Let me not burſt in ignorance, fair Maid— 
Why ſhoweſt thou, O peerleſs Nymph, ſurpriſe? 
I am no wolf to eat thee—why afraid ? 
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O could I gain by gold thoſe heav'nly charms ! 
could gold once give thee to my eager arms, 
Lo, into guineas would I coin my heart; 
Thoſe would I pour pell-mell into thy lap, 
With thee to wake to love, and then to nap, 
Then wake again—again to ſleep depart, 


All happy circled in thy arms of bliſs; 

To fefa: Wich Hot Wich thy, burning Kiſs; 
A kiſs! a thouſand kiſſes let me add 

Ten thouſand from thy unexhauſted mint, 

And then ten thouſand of my own imprint 
">. FARE nn to àa ſwain ftark mad. 
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Heay'ns! o'er * cheek how deep the en n 
And ſpreads upon thy breaſt of pureſt ſnows! 
Why mute, my Angel? thou diſdain'ſt reply ! 
'Sdeath l- what a cuekoo, what a rogue am I! 


o Nymph, ſo ſweet, forgive my wild deſires; 

That knaue, thy Bandbox,  wak'd my lawleſs fires, 

Bale me ſuſpect what CHAs TTT reveres - 

What will wipe out th' affront, O Virgin, —_ 1 

That fluſhꝰd the roſe of virtue on thy check, 
Chilla-thy young! hear: and daſh*d-thine eye with 


tears ? 
Y 4 Go, 


328 - ODE TO A PRETTY MILLINER, 


Go, guard that honour which I deem'd departed— 
O yield thy beauties to ſome ſy ain kind-hearted, 
Whoſe ſoul congenial ſhall with thine unite, 

And Love RR no wan from delight. | 


1 


4 MORAL AFTER- -raoUGHT 


ON THE. ABOVE. 


DEAR In NNOCENCE, \ when er prom u deter to dwell, 
The Prxasunzs ſport around thy ſimple cell; 
The ſong of Naruxx melts from grove to grove; 

Perpetual ſunſhine ſits upon thy vale; | 

ConTENT and ruddy HzaLTH thy hamlet hail, 
And Ecno waits upon the voice of Love, 


But where - but where is ſcowling GviLT's abode? 

The ſpectred heath, and Dancer's cavern'd road; 
The ſhuffling monſter treads with panting breath— 

The cloud-wrapp'd ſtorm inſulting roars around, 

Fear pales him at the thunder's awful ſound, 

He ſtares: with horror on the flaſn of death. 


He 


A 
3 


> Mm uw» Ho 
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A MORAL AFTER=-=THOUGHT, 329 


; He calls on Dax«wess with affright, 
And bids her pour her deepeſt night; 
Her clouds impenetrable bring, 
And hide him with her raven wing ! 
" 4 Fo : 
Are theſe the pictures? Then I need not muſe, 
Nor gape, nor ponder which to chooſe : 
0 Innoczwcs, this inſtant I'm thy flave— 
What but the greateſt fool would be a knave ! 


Il, in KOT! rot 
f 


L IAIS EPISTLE 
cio] T9, 


IR WILAIAM HAMILTON, 


Sm WILLIAM! what, a new eſtate! 

| give; thee joy of *Ganra's fate—, | 

More broken pans, more gods, more mugs ; | 1A 
More ſnivel-bottles; jordans, and old jugs; . 

More ſaucepans, lamps, and candleſticks, and kettles; 

In ſhort, all ſorts of culinary metals ! 


f 19 A newly-diſcovered town, ſiſter in misfortune to Hercula- 
neum, Pompeia, and Pæſtum. 
6 Leave 


le 


830 + +) LYRIC EPISTLE / 


Leave not a duſt-hole unexplor'd ; -- 
Something ſhall:riſe to be ador*'d:: :- 
Search the old bedſteads and the rugs ; 
Such things are ſacred—if, by chance, 
Amidſt the wood, thine eye, ſhould glance 
On. a nice R _ bugs; 


K# 4 


Oh, in ſome box the curious vermin place, 
| And let us Britons breed the Roman race! 


Old nails, old knockers, and old ſhoes, 


Would much Daines BagrinoToN amuſe ; 


Old mats, old diſh- clouts, dripping-pans, and ſpits 


Would prove delectable to other wits ; 
Gods legs, and legs of old joint-ſtools, 
Woul#r6Vitidlt\Gut bhchfubib$ Eid. 


Some rev'rend moth, with ne'er a wing, 


Would charm the Knight of „ eee 


A headleſs flea would be a pretty thing, 
To make the Knight of Wonders ſtare. 


„Sir Joſeph Banks. 
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TO SIR WILLIAM: HAMILTON, 33 


A curl of ſome old Emp'ror's wig, 
Or Nero's fiddle, mid the flames of. as 
That gave ſo exquiſite a jig, 4 
Believe me, would be well worth ſending home. 


Oh, if ſome lumping rarity of gold, 
Thy lucky lucky eyes by chance behold, 
Bent jt to our good K*** and gracious Q#*#*: 
No matter what th' inſcription if there's none, 
| Tis all one! 

Plain gold will pleaſe, as well as work'd, I ween 
Much will the preſent their great eyes regale, | 
Let it but cut a figure in the /cale. 
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Oh! could an earthquake ſhake down Ware, 
And catch gh” inhabitants and goods all napping, | 

And chen a thouſand years the ruin ſhade, 

What fortunes would be quickly made! 
What rare Muſæums from the rubbiſh riſe, 
Land antiquities, W the eyes! 

57 

How portraits 11 ws Fr LANDERS, 8 
Ang, Miſs D'Eoy, thoſe heroines, would ſell! 


| Cannins and SqQuIREs ! 
rl 5 4 8 Ps 5 N f How 


1332 © © LYRIC BPISTLE 


How would the dilettanti of the nation | \ 

Devour the prints with eyes of admiration ! . F 
And to their merits, Poets ſtrike their lyres! 15 

3 - 


n Ola Blue Boats and Fieads of Nags, Wil * 
Would from the proud poſſeſſor draw /uch brags 
Red Lions, Crowns and Magpies, George the Third— 
The Cat and Gridiron, our moſt gracious Queen, 
With rapt'rous adoration would be ſeen ; 

They would, upon my word. 
Such would tranſport the people of hereafter, 
T hough ſubjects a now of merriment and laughter. 


POSTSCRIPT C 2). 
HIST !—what freſh ovens of Etrurian ware; 
What pretty jordans has my friend to ſpare? 
What gods are ripe for digging up, O Knight? | 
What Britons, knowing in the Virth trade, 
Soon as a grand diſcoy'ry ſhall be made, 
* near * nenen . to bite ? 


What 


85 


TO SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON. 333 


What brazen god, baptis'd with chamber lye,* 
For which the future connoiſſeurs may ſigh, 
Is going into ground, with front ſublime ? 


Hereafter to be worſhipp'd ſoon as ſeen ; 


A reſurrection rare, array'd in green, 

A downright ſatire upon TIME; 
Who ſeems, a poor old fumbling fool, to dote; 
Taking two thouſand years to make a coat. 


A whiſper—lock'd 15 the Muſeum door, 
From whence antiques were vont to ſtray; 


Whoſe parents ne'er ſat eyes upon them more, 


So much the little creatures loſt their way ? 
Pity thou couldſt not news of them obtain, 
And ſend the gods and godlings back again! 


Sir WII r lau, what's become of that ſame Monk, r 
From whoſe old corner- cupboard „ or old trunk, 


* Sir WI LLIAu keeps an old antiquarian to hunt for him, 
who, when he ſtumbles on a telerable ſtatue, bathes him in 


urine, buries him, and, when ripe for digging up, they proclaim 
a great diſcovery to be made, and out 'comes an antique for | 


univerſal admiration. 


+ Some valuable antiques, not long ſince, made their eſcape 
from the Royal Muſzum, and travelled the Lord knows where. 


t He lived in the neighbourhood of Veſuvius, and furniſhed 


the Knight with all his volcanic obſervations, which paſs on the | 


world as his own=Nam quod emis, palſis dicere jure tum. 


Thine 
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Thine hib iſſued about burning mountains? 
For who would toil, and ſweat, and hoe the hill, 
To find, perhaps, of knowledge. a poor rill, 

Who eaſily can buy the fountains? 


O Knight of Naples, is ĩit come to pals, 

That thou haſt left the gods of ſtone and braſs, 
To wed a deity of Heſb and blood ?* 

O lock the temple with thy ſtrongeſt key, 

For fear thy deity, a comely She, 1 5 
Should one day ramBle, in a frolic mood. 


For ſince the idols of a youthful King, 

So very volatile indeed, take wing; 5 

If his, to wicked wand'rings can incline, 

Lord! who would anſwer, poor old | Knight, for thine? 
Yet ſhould thy Grecian Goddeſs fly the fane, 

I think that we * catch her in Hedge-Lane. f 


It is maſts true—the Knight ; is marie toa beautiful virgins 
whom he ſtyles his Grecian. Her attitudes are the molt defirable 


models for young artiſts. is | 
+ The reſort of the Cyprian corps, an avenue that opens into 


* 9 


EPIG RAM. 


[ 335. 


CECP JTTIGMUHR AUM HO 
ON A STONE THROWN AT A VERY GREAT e 


_ BUT WHICH MISSED HIM. 


Tarx n no more of the lucky eſcape of the bead, 
From a flint fo unluckily thrown— 

| think very diffrent, with thouſands indeed, 
'Twas a lucky eſcape for the Stone. 


TO CHL OK. 


Dax caro, well I know the ſwain, 
Who gladly would embrace thy chain; 
And who, alas! can blame him? 

Affect not, CL ox, a ſurpriſe; 
Look but a moment on theſe eyes, 
Thou i aſk me not, to name him. 


L 336 1 


ON A NEW. MADE LORD. 


TRE carpenters of ancient Greece, 

Although they bought of wood a ſtubborn piece, 
Not fit to make a block —yet, very odd ! 

No loſers were the men of chipping trade, 

Becauſe of this ſame ſtubborn ſtuff they made 


A damn'd good God ! 
Thus, of the Lower Houſe, a ſtupid wretch, 
. Whoſe mind to A, B, C, can ſcarcely ſtretch, 

Shall, by a Monarch's all- creative word, a 
Become a very decent Lord. 0 
e Y 
TO M Y CA N D'L E. 
Ta O U lone companion 5 the . night, A 

I wake amid thy friendly-watchful light, 
To fteal a precious hour from lifeleſs ſleep— Di 
Hark, the wild uproar of the winds! and hark, [1 


HxII's genius roams the regions of the dark, 


And ſwells the thund'ring horrors of the Dzzy. 
From 


mn 


TO MY CANDLE. 337 


From cloud to cloud the pale moon hurrying flies; 


Now blacken'd, and now flaſhing through! her ſkies, 
TT TT 


But all is ſilence Bebe, beam, | 
I own I labour for the voice of praiſe— 

For who would ſink in dull OBL1vion's ſtream ? 
Who would not live in ſongs of diſtant days? 


Thus while ] wond'ring pauſe o'er SHAKSPEARE'S page, 
mark, in viſions of delight, the Sax, 
High o'er the wrecks of man, who ſtands ſublime; 
A CoLumy in the melancholy Waſte, 
(Its cities humbled, and its glories paſt) 
Majeſtic, mid the ſolitude of Time. _ 
Yet now to ſadneſs let me yield the hour— 
Yes, let the tears of pureſt friendſhip ſhow'r. 
| view, alas! what ne'er ſhould die, 
A Form, that wakes my deepeſt ſigh ; 
A Form, that feels of Death the leaden fleep— 
Deſcending to the realms of ſhade, 
| view a-pale-ey'd panting Maid; 
I ſee the VigTuss o'er their fav'rite weep. 


Vor. III. 2 W 


338 TO MY CANDLB. 


Ah! could the Musz's ſimple pray'r 1 
Command the envied trump of Faun, 
OnLIvIEW ſhould Er iz a ſpare: 
A world ſhould echo with her name, 


Art thou departing too, my trembling friend? 
Ah! draws thy little luſtre to its end? 

Yes, on thy frame, FaTs too ſhall fix her ſeal— 
O let me, penſive, watch thy pale decay; 
How faſt that frame, ſo tender, wears away ! 
How faſt thy life the reſtleſs minutes ſteal ! 


How ſlender now, alas, thy thread of fire! Ui 
Ah, falling, falling, ready to expire! 
In vain thy ſtruggles—all will ſoon be o'cr— 
At life thou ſnatcheſt with an eager leap: 
Now round I ſee thy flame ſo feeble creep, 
Faint, leſs'ning, quiv'ring, glimm' ring — now ne 
more! FOR | 


Thus ſhall the ſuns of Science fink away, 
And thus of Beauty fade the faireſt flow'r— 

For where's the Grant who to Tims ſhall ſay, 

Deſtructive tyrant, I arreſt thy power?“ 


A POETICAL, SERIOUS, 
AND POSSIBLY IMPERTINENT, 


BPISTLE TO THE POPE. 


ALSO, 


A PAIR or ODES To HIS HOLINESS, 


ON HIS KEEPING A DISORDERLY HOUSE; 
WIT H 


A PRETTY LITTLE ODE TO INNOCENCE. 


Paulo majora canamus. Vigo. 


To Kings and Courtiers we have chirrup'd long 
_ Muſe, give we now his Hor iN RSS a Song. 


PROLOGUE TO THE EPISTLE. 


i A CAT may look upon a King ;” 
80 ſays the proverb! and the proverb's right; 

For Monarch now is prov'd a human thing, 
Although it lifts its noſe to ſuch a height. 

The Lord's anointed is an antique phraſe, 

Left out by Dictionaries of our days. 

King- making unto man is juſtly giv'n— 

Once the great perquiſite indeed of Heav'n. 

fh, a Cat may look upon a King - | 

But foreign Potentates fay, No ſuch thing.“ 

SictL1A's King, replete with right divine, | 

Thinks he may hunt his ſubjects like his ſwine ; 
And other Continental Kings, beſide, 

For glory and blood-royal all agog, 

Think they may hunt a ſubject like a hog: 
This mortifies of us ſmall rogues the pride. 


What hurts me more, and both my eyes. expapds, 


And or with Sure from my head, my wig 


. bes 


—— 2 — 


342 PROLOGUE TO THE EPISTLE. 


Thoſe birth-puff d Kings of foreign lands, 
To common Chriſtians, have preferr'd the Pig 


A dead pig, to be ſure, is better eating 
Than a dead chriſtian—handſomer for treating: 
But both alive—how diff rent in their nature 

| Man ſurely is the much ſublimer creature. 


Since Cats may look. upon a King, I hope 
A Bard may write a letter to a Pope, 
Though hand and glove with Heay' n—8 great 
connexion! _ 3 
Who deals for ſouls, ſalvations from his wallet, 
As from their ſhops, green-grocers, for the palate, 
Deal garden-ſtuff of all complexion; 
And ſells a good ſnug ſeat amidſt the ſkies, 
To any wicked Gentleman that dies; 
As unto John, Sir Will, my Lord, his Grace, | 
Great Madam SCHWELLENBERGEN gives a place; 
A cook-like Dame, who underſtands place-carving, 
And-faves uch worthy families from ſtarving. 


So 8 for 8 to my Por- 8 Epiſtle ; ; 


£1 To which his Holineſs may. cry, © Go—whiſtle.” 
Perchance 


*. 


PROLOGUE TO THE EPISTLE, 343 


Perchance his Holineſs may alſo add, 
« Px take me, PETER, if you ar'n't too bad: 
« Dare fix thine impious foot on my dominions, 
« Il pay thee for epiſtles and opinions.” 
Well then, fince things are Bond fide ſo, 
And DAN oRR with his poniard lurks at Rome, 
Il not ſet off to kiſs your Worſhip's toe; 
But wave the glory, and remain at home, 


eat 
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A POETICAL, SERIOUS, 


AND POSSIBLY IMPERTIN ENT. 


EPISTLE To THE POPE. 
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War LE Far ANCE, for freedom mad, invades 0 


rights, 


And pours her millions o'er the world, like mites; | 


Rnocks the poor growling German o'er the ſnout, 


And threatens hard the ® Man of cheeſe and grout 3 


Gives poor SaRDNIA'Ss Mox ARC a black eye, 
And makes the Nimrod Kine of Narrxs cry; 


What's worſe too, threatens poor LozeTTo's ſhrine, | 


Where the good Vircin goes each day o F line, 
Threatens to tear the muſlin from her head, 

And put the Þ cap of flannel in its ſtead ; | 
Where is the Almighty's Man, the Church's hope, 
Prince of falyation, Peter's heir, the Porr? 


+ She has a dreſs for every aay' in the yer 
92 * cap of Liberty. | | 
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346 | EPISTLE TO THE POPE. 


O thou, the true deſcendant of Saint Peter, 

In very anger, lo, I pen this metre! | 

There was a time when Popes behav'd with ſpirit— 
But nought, ſave indolence, doſt thou inherit. 

Go, ope thy churches, convents, all thy chapels, 
Since Atheiſm with the true Religion grapples ; 
Think of thy Anceſtors fo great of yore, 

And bid thy noble Bull as uſual roar ; 


Of them whoſe looks could make an Emp'ror cow'r, 


And Kings like ſchoolboys ſhudder at their pow'r. 


Moſt dangergus are the Sl Loom to flatter— 
Then ope thy cataracts of holy water ; 
Gather thy crucifixes, wood, braſs, ſtones ; ; 
Bid the dark catacombs diſgorge their bones; ; 
| Create new regiments « of Saints for fight ; 
And « chace the gathering gloom of Pagan night. 
See * FRANCE againſt her z1GHTFUL Lox rebel! 
And ſee! her SATAN, baniſh'd from his hell! 
Blind wretch! now juſtly ſuff ring for her evil! 


For what are States, without a King and Devi. ? = 


he Author does not mean to treat with unfeeling ridicule 
the fate of the unfortunate. Lovis, but merely to notice the 
extinftion of Monarchy and Religion in France. 


* | f | A pair 
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EPISTLE TO THE POPE, — 4 


A pair ſo ſweetly ſuited to controul ! 

Th' infurgent body, one; and one, the ſoul. 
To thee (thy ſlaves) the Miracles belong 

As Muſic waits on Lapy Makv's tongue, 
Humility on K , void of art; 

As melting mercy hangs on B heart. 
If marvels by thine anceſtors were done, 
Why not perform'd, in God's name, by the ſon ? 
As BERT, that good Saint, ſublimely rode, 


T houghtleſs of inſult, through the town of Srxopx, : 


What did the Mob ?—Attack'd his horſe's Ps, 
And cut the tail ſo flowing, to the ſtump : 

What does the Saint ?—Quoth he, © For this vile trick, 
The town of STRODE ſhall heartily be ſick.” 

And lo, by pow'r divine a curſe prevails! 

The babes of STRoDE are born with horſes tails! 


* 


Lodg'd in the talons of a famiſh'd kite, 
And juſt about to bid the world good night, 
A gentle Goſling on Saixr Tromas call'd! 
At once the feather d Tyrant look'd appall'd; 
Sudden his iron claw grew nerveleſs, looſe, 
And dropp'd the ſweet believing Babe of Gooſe. 


Such was the pow 'r of Saints, though dead and rotten, TE 


T thee (one verily would think) forgotten: 


Then 


—— ————— h — 
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348 ZPISTLE TO THE POPE. 


Then, prithee, do at once thy beſt endeavour, 
As all the Saints are wonderful as ever, 

Saint Duxsrax can'd the Dzv'L, the ſtory goes, 
And pinch'd with red-hot tongs the Ine's black noſe; 
In vain he ſwore, and roar'd, and danc'd about— 
Sore was his back, and bliſter'd was his ſnout. | 
The pow'r he boaſted, to his bones are giv'n: 

Such is the gift of Saix rs, when Jodg'd in Heav'n! 


Hear with what blaſphemy this FRance behaves! 
«© Roms, 1 deſpiſe thee: all thy Popes are knaves; 
« Thy Cardinals and Prieſts the earth encumber— 
de Avaunt the Saints, and all ſuch holy lumber ! 

r Chop off their heads; ; away the legs and toes : 

« Away the wonder-working tooth and noſe: 

% Away the wonder-working eyes and tears, 

« The vile impoſture of a thouſand years 


« Calves head, pigs pettitoes, perform as well, 
c Raiſe from the dead, and Plagues and devils expel, 
te Saint GENEVIEVE no langer i is divine— 


« The wiſe Pariſians mock her worm-gnaw d ſhrine; 
ce Whoſe « coffin-planks, that could ſuch awe inſpire, 
May go to light che kitchen - wench's fre. 

« Saint Jail, Sajnt Whip, Saint Guillotine, Saint Rope, 


& Pofleſs (ve think) more virtue than the Porx. 
5 | | cc My 
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« My woolcomber, my ſadler, and my hatter, 
« No-more Saint Blaize, Saint James, Saint Saviour 
EM Aatter : 

« My carpenter, my farrier, and my furrier, 
« My fiſhmonger, my butcher, baker, currier, 
« And eke a hundred trades beſides, no more 
« Bow to thoſe marvel-mongers, and adore.* 
« Hang me, the Barber cries, © if I'm the fool 
« To trim for nought the Virgin Mary's poll!“ 
« Curſe me,” cries Criſpin, © If I don't refuſe 
« To find the gentlewoman in her ſhoes!” 
Burn me,” the Mercer cries, © If 7 give gowns, 
« To be the laughing-ſtock of all our towns! 
« Damn me, the Hofler roars, * if tis not ſhocking, 
e That 1 ſhould give the woman's legs a ſtocking!” 
And why,“ the linen man exclaims, © a pox, 
« Should I, forſooth, be forc'd to find her ſmocks ?” 
No more ſhall bumpkins near the altar place 
« Fair veal and mutton, for th' Almighty's grace; 
Grace to increaſe the loves of bulls and rams, 
„ And make more families of calves and lambs : 
No more ſhall capons too for grace be app d, 
& 12 Fw ador'd, and in a ewig Pg 


71 * TIE ods has its Saint. 


cc My 
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« My bumpkins, once ſuch fools, think wiſer now, 
That God without thetr aid can les the cow, 
te With due fertility the poultry keep, 
& And kindle love ſufficient for the ſheep, 
* On their paſt folly with amaze they ſtare, 
And mock the ſolemn mummery of pray'r. 
e No more on AnNTHONY's once hallow'd feaſt 
© The horſe and aſs ſhall travel, to be bleſt; 
« No more ſhall Hopcz's prong and ſhovel ſtart, 
c Boot, ſaddle, bridle, wheelbarrow, and cart; 
« No more in Lent ſhall wiſer Frenchmen ſtarve, 
© While God affords them a good fowl to carve. 
« Away with faſts—a fool could only hatch em 
«« Frenchmen, eat fowls, wherever you can catch 'em. 
tt Let not the fear of hell your jaws controul— 
« A capon (truſt me) never damn'd a foul. 
e Heav'n kindly ſends to man the things man chooſes; 
ec And he's an impious blockhead who refuſes. 
Melt all the bells to cannon with their grace; . 
* And, ſtead of Demons, let them Auſtrians chace. 
« Away with relicks, holy water, oils, 
« At which CzzpuLity herſelf recoils! E - 
« Lo, KEiitRMan's and Cusrixz's gun-clad pow'r 
« Will do more wonders with their iron ſhow'r, 
FRO | „ Than 


oh 


No more for ſins let pilgrims viſit Rome— 
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t Than all the Saints and croſſes of the nation, 

« Since Saints and croſſes grew a fooliſh faſhion. 
Let crucibles and crucifixes join, 

« And ſilver Saints perform their feats in coin; 

« Make a good rubber of the Virgin's wig— 

« Out with her ear- rings, and the Dame unrig ; 

« Sell off her gowns and petticoats of gold ; 

« A piece of timber need not fear the cold. 

Out with the Prieſts, to luſt's wild frenzy fed, 

« Who put the bridegroom and the bride to bed; 
« One eye to Heav'n with ſanctity apply'd, 
The other leering on the bluſhful Bride; 

* Who loads her in hot fancy with careſſes, 

« And cuckolds the poor bridegroom as he bleſſes 
« Periſh the maſſes for a burning ſoul, 

That never yet extinguiſh'd half a coal! 
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© Th' Almighty can forgive a rogue at home. 
e Strike me that purgatory from our creed 

© Heav'n wants not fire to clarify the dead. 
Break me old Jaxnvaxivs's bottle; # 
And let Contempt the old impoſtor throttle ! | f. 
A truce to pray'rs for Saints in Heav'n to hear 
Tit idle ſince not one of them is there. | vn 

5 . „ Awiy 
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te Away with benedi&tions—canting matter ! 

« A horſepond is as good as holy water. 

« Unveil the Nuns, and »/ef# make their charms 

« And tet their priſon be a Lover's arms. 

* ] ſcout your Porter PRT EN and his keys, 

« That ope to'ev'ry rogue a Pops ſhall pleaſe, 

« Avaunt the inſtitutions that enflave ! 

« The man who thought of marriage was a knaye; 

« Rais'd a huge cannon againſt human bliſs, 

« And ſpoil'd that firſt of joys, the rapt'rous kiſs; 

te Delicious novelty from BEAUTY drove, 

« And made the gloomy ſtate the tomb of Lovr; 

«© To diſcord turning what had charm'd the ear; 

" | Converting | Burgundy, to ſour ſmall-beer. 

© Thus from his bright domain a Sox is hurl'd, 

& To gild a pin-hole, that ſhould light a world. 

« Exulting Rzasow from her bondage ſprings, 

« Claims Heav'n's wide range, ad Waves her eagle 

| wings; "XD | 

„ While SUPERSTITION, lodg'd with bats i owls, 

„With Hon Ron, and the hopeleſs maniac, howls,” 
_ Fifirs crieth Fraxcel xe” 


= = 
1 


Thus 8 ITY: walks bold „ 


And, ſtead of Farrtn, the Cherub, ſee a ys ! 
Such 
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|S, 


SUCH 


EPISTLE TO THE POPE, 
Such is th* impiety of France, alas! 
And ſhall ſuch blaſphemy unpuniſh'd paſs ? 
No !—for the honour of RELIOCION, riſe, 
And flaſh conviction on their miſcreant eyes. 


The French are devils—devils—downright devils; 


In heavenly wheat, accurs'd deſtructive weevils ! 
Abominations ! atheiſts, to a man; | 
Rogues that convert the fineſt flour to bran ; 
In Vice's drunken cup for ever guzzling; 
Juſt like the hogs in mud uncleanly nuzzling. 
I know the raſcals have a ſin in petto, 

To rob the holy Lady of Loretto ; 

Attack her temple with their guns, ſo warriſh, | 
And thruſt the Gentlewoman on the pariſu 


A Lady all ſo graceful, gay, and rich, 


Wick gems and wonders lodg'd in ev'ry ſtitch. 
Heir of SainT PETER, kindle then thine ire, 
And bid France feel thy apoſtolic fire; 
Think of the quantity of ſacred wood 

Thy treaſuries can launch into the flood 
What ſhips the holy manger can create! 

At leaſt a dozen of the largeſt rate— 


And, lo, enough of ſweet SainT MarTHA's hair, 


To rig this dozen mighty ſhips of war. 
Vol. III. A a 
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Our 18 s pap-ſpoon, that a world adores, 
Would make a hundred thouſand pair of oars, 
Gather the ſtones that knock'd down poor Saur 
| STEPHEN, 
And fling at F renchmen-in the name of Heav'n; 
Bring forth the thouſands of Sax r CATHERIXELs nails, 
That ev'ry convent, church, and chapel hails— 
For ſtorms, uncork the bottled ſighs of Martyrs, 
And blow the rogues to earth's remoteſt quarters. 
Such relicks, of good mother Chuxcz the pride, 
How would they currycomb a Frenchman's hide! 
Son of the Church, again I ſay, ariſe, 
And flaſh new marvels in their ſinner eyes; 
With teeth and jawbones on thy holy back, 
Thumbs, fingers, knucklebones, to fill a ſack; 
With joints of rump and loins, and heels and toes, 
Begin thy march, and meet thy atheiſt foes ; 
Struck with a panic ſhall the villains leap, 
And fly thy preſence, like a flock of ſheep. 
Thus ſhall the Rebels to RzL1610N yield, 
And thou with holy triumph keep the field. ' WEL 
Thus in Jamaica,” once upon a time, II 7; 
(Ah! well em * the man of Aan 95 
PIE | 8  QoaKko, bp 
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xo, high prieſt of all the Negro nation, 
And full of Negro faith in conjuration, 
Loaded his jack- aſs deep with wonder- bags. 


Of monkeys teeth; glaſs, horſe-hair, and red * rags; 


When forth they march d La goodly, ſolemn pace, 
To pour deſtruction on the Chriſtian race; 

To ſend the huſbands to th? infernal ſhades, 

Hug their dear wives, and raviſh the fair maids ; 
To bring God Mun Jumso into vogue, 

And, ſanctif the names of wh and rogue! 
By Fox runs s foot behold the ſcheme digointed ; 
And, lo, the BLack Avosrrr, diſappointed! 

But mark l this diff rence, to the world's ſurpriſe, 
Between your Horivzss and Quaxo ties z— 

Oer Francs (no more an unbelieving foe, 

Who bought their relicks, and ador'd thy toe) 
Divine dominion ſhalt thou ſtretch, O Poe, 

While luckleſs Q AKO _ ſtretch'd—a rope. 


* * tet 
* 
* 


Where ; is 3 Prieft 3 cannot curſe a a rat, 


A veaſel, locuſt, graſshopper, and gnat ?— 


If ; Journgymen can curle the, reptile clan, 4 
The maſter certainly can curſe a mor... 


* Theſe thile bays are called by the Negroes, Olia, and are 


doſed to be poſſeſſed of great witchcraft-virtues, 


* 


A a 2 Father 
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Father of Miracles, then ſtir thy ſtumps, 
And break the legs of Six, that takes ſuch jumps; 
Fall not upon thy face, and cur-like yelps 

And, . panting, panic-ſtricken, cry—< God help!” 
To ſhow that pray'r alone will not avail, 

The Muſe ſhall finiſh with a well-known tale, 


THE WAGGONER AND JUPITER, 
A LUCKLESS waggon roll'd into a ſlough— 
Crop ſcratch'd his head, and Send, and knit his 

brow; 

But what avail'd © it Faſt the waggon lay. 
Now Crop imagin'd, like an idle lout, 
A pray r or two might help the pris ner out; 

Then unto OJ UPITER ** howſ'd. Ry. 


& How now! you lazy lubber . . the God— 
& Clap to the wheel your ſhoulder, Maſter C:.ov ; 
* And (mind me) let your horſes be well flogg'd.” 
Crop took th' advice, exerted all his ſtrength : 
The waggon mov'd, and mov'd; and, lo, at length, 


Forc'd from the quagmire, on again it jogg'd. 
: fy 33g") 14 | Such 
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Such is the ſimple tale, O man of God 
Go thou, and imitate the bumpkin Crop. 
I do not call your HoLIx ESS a lubber ; 

But let me tell thee, in an eaſy way, 


Contrive with {kill this game of Saints to play ; 
© Thov'lt beat thy anceſtors, and win the rubber, 


Aavy ADVER>= 


ADVERTISEMENT TO THE READER, 


Juſt as F had finiſhed my Epiſtle, ie fruck me that his Holineſs kept a 


bad houſe at Renie—Marwelling Reader, nothing beſ+ than a large 


B-way Houje, from which he derives an immenſity of impure 
emolument : fo that this great Son of the Church, God's Vicegerent 
on earth, taxes female fleſh, winks at fornication, and confequently 
promotes the cauſe of carnality. Thus is @ great commandment 
broken, and laſciwiouſineſi become ſanctioned by the Succeſſor of the 
Apoſtolic PETER. From this ſad circumſtance probably the Bone, 
Mood, and Metal Conductor: of Miracle, like the Electric Ma- 
chine in foul Weather, will not anſwer ſo well 5 and conſequently 
a diſappointment may attend the gxperiments. The Bard, therefore 
eviſhing the Moral Hemiſphere to be as clear as poſſible, very pro- 


perly addreſſes a pair of reprimanding Odes to his Holineſs on the 


occaſion, in rey hopes of a reformation. 


o D E. 


LET me confeſs that Beauty is delicious: 
To claſp it in our arms, is nice—but vicious: 
That is to ſay, unlawful hugs—careſſes 


Which want thoſe bonds which God Almighty bleſſes. 


- a 2 a - * ; . ; 
** - 3 
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do not ſay that we ſhould not embrace: 
We may — but then it ſhould be done with grace: 

The fleſh ſhould ſcarce be thought of—there'sthe merit: 
Sweet are the palpitations of the ſpirit: 


Pure are indeed the kiſſes of th' upright ; 


So ſimple, meek, and ſanctified, and ſlight! | 
Good men ſo /oftly preſs the virgin lip! 
But wicked man ! what does he, carnal wretch, 
With all his horſe-like paſſions on full ſtretch ? 
T * PRO cup of kiſſes, ſcorns to iy 


k 


Bn ab 


But with te "Fu es waxing warm, 
The knaye gets drunk upon the pouting charm; 
Seizes the damſel round the waiſt ſo handy; 
And, as I've ſaid before, gets drunk, the beaſt, 
Like aldermen, the guttlers, at a feaſt ; 
For ladies” lips are cherries ſteep'd in brandy. 


The flaxen ringlets, and the ſwelling breaſt ; 

The cheek of bloom; the lip, delightful neſt 
Of balmy kiſſes, moiſt with rich deſires ; 

The burning bluſhes, and the panting heart; 


The yielding wiſhes that the eyes impart, 
Sad In our boſom kindle glaſs-houſe fires. 
Aa4 Oh! 
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Oh! ſhun the tempting nets that Satan ſpins ! 
The higheſt pleaſures are the deepeſt fins ! 
Woman's a lovely animal, tis true — | 
Too well, indeed, the lawleſs paſſions know it: 
VUnbridled rogues, that wild the charm purſue, 


And madly with the ſcythe of ruin mow it— — 


Thus giving it of death the wicked wound— 
A tender flow'r ſtretch'd ſweetly on the ground! 


ce Ware lark, the ſportſman to his painter cries ; 
Deſigning him for partridge—nobler game, 

As the ſoul's partridge is the ſkies, _ 
« Ware girl,” ſhould PitTy exclaim, 


Bleſt is the fimple man by virtue ſway'd, 

Who wiſhful burns not for the bloomipg maid ; 
Whoſe pulſes calm as ſleeping puppies lie; 

Who ruſheth not to prey upon her charms, 

Full of Lovz's mad emotions, mad alarms, 
Juſt like a famiſh'd ſpider on a fly, 

That in the tyrant's claws reſigns its breath, 


Unhappy humming till it ſleeps in death, 


Bleſt 
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Bleſt is the man who marks the cherry lip, 
And ſigheth not the neftar'd ſweets to ſip, 
Nor preſs the heaving hills of pureſt ſnow; 


Who marks the love-alluring waiſt ſo taper, 


Without one wiſh, or pulſe's ſingle caper, 
And to his hurrying paſſions cries out, © No! 
« Stop, if you pleaſe, young imps, your hot career, 
“And ſhun the precipice of fate ſo near; 
« Draw in, or, with the horſes of the Sun, 


« You drive, like Phaeton, to be undone.” 


O Pop, I've heard that, when a Friar, - 

(And Faur, in this, is not a liar) 
Thou oft didſt ſmuggle beauty to thy eell, 

And, *ſtead of flogging thy own ſinful back, 

Didſt give a ſweet Italian girl the ſmack— | 
The /macks indeed of Love that lead to Hell! 


And lo, thou finner, Popx, inſtead 


Of counting ev' ry ſacred bead, 


Thou wickedly didſt count the damſel's charms? | 
Inſtead of claſping the moſt holy croſs, | 
Such was of ſanctity thy loſs, 

Thou * mortal limbs amid thy arms: 

Inſtead 
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Inſtead of kiffing the moſt facred wood, 
Lo, were thy lips defil'd by fleſh and blood. 


Inſtead of pſalmody, the ſkies to greet, 
In ſinful catches didſt thou deal, and glee; 

And lo, to put the angels in a ſweat, 

FThou dandledit the young harlot on thy knee, 

Singing that wanton ſong of ſhame, 

e A lovely laſs to a friar came! 


Inſtead of begging gracious Heav'n, 
For all thy firs to be forgiv'n, | 4 
Ready wert thou to manufacture more! ! 
Thy paſſions, ev'ry one a mutineer, 
Juſt like a caſk of cyder, ale, or beer, 
F N frothing, Kiſking, foaming o'er. 


The ſongs of harlpts to thine ear, 
So full of witchery, were dear, 
And boſom of defire that hook'd thine eye! 
Dear as a murder to a certain Jupes, . 
A well-known wight who ſeems to > grudge, 
Life and ent to A fly; U 1. 
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| ODES TO FHE- POPE, | 392 
Who, fond of hanging, robs the very cats, 
And on a gibbet mounts his captive rats 
And moles, . 
To look like dangling men and maids, poor ſouls !- - 


"7" 


* 


* 


Inſtead of loudly crying, Let us pray - 
Thou, in thy twilight cell ſo fins: | A 5 
Didſt to an armfull of rich beauty fay, r,, 

In whiſper ſoft, cc BeTTiINA, let us hug.” mers. £1 


[ſtead of turning upwards thy two eyes 7 
Devoutly, for a blefling from the ſkies ; 85 
What was thy moſt unhallow'd action? h!!! 
Vile didſt thou caſt thoſe eyes on things below. | 
| 2 2 * i 8 e _QUDE 
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it 


Tr E world was never wickeder than now— 
Wedlock abus'd—her bond pronounc'd a jail; 
A wife call'd vilely, ev'ry body's cow, 

© A caniſter, or bone to a dog's tail!” | 
What dare not knaves of this degenerate day, 
Of marriage, decent hallow'd marriage, ſay? 

e Wedlock's a heavy piece of beef, the rump! 
« Returns to table, haſh'd, and ſtew'd, and fry'd, 
« And in the ſtomach, much to lead ally'd, 

« A hard unpleaſant undigeſted lump: 


t But fornication ev'ry man enjoys 
© A ſmart anchovy ſandwich— that ne' er cloys— 
% A Bonne- bouche men are ready to devour — 


c Swallowing a neat half dozen in an hour. 
« Wedlock,” they cry, © is a hard pinching boot, 


13 But fornication is an eaſy ſnoe A 
« The firſt won't ſuit; 

« It wo'n't do. * 

T 


« A girl of pleaſure's a light fowling-piece— 
With this you follow up your game with caſe: 
& That 
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te That heavy lump, a wife, (confound her !) 
0 Makes the bones crack, 
« And ſeems, upon the ſportſman's breaking back, 
« A lumb'ring exghteen-pounder. 


One is a fummer-houſe, ſo neat and trim, 
« To viſit afternoons for PLEAsuRRE's whim ; 
« 80 airy, like a butterfly ſo light; 
The other, an old caſtle with huge walls— 
Where MeLancnoLy mopes amid the halls, 
ec Wrapp'd in the doleful duſky veil of Nicaurt.” 


Then, Popz, on fornication turn thy back: 
Oh, let it feel the thunder of attack! 
Moſt dangerous is this habit, Sir, of ſinning: 
Hang all the Bawds ; for where's a greater vice, 
Than taking in young creatures, all fo nice? 
And yet to them, tis merely knitting, ſpinning— | 
No more | 


* 


Although the i innocent is made a wh—. 


With juſt as much ſang-froid, as at their ſhops 
The butchers ſell rump-ſteaks, or mutton-chops, 
Or cooks ſerve up a fiſh, with ſkill diſplay d, 
| e 
7 | 
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So an old Abbeſs, for the rattling rakes; 

A tempting diſh of human nature makes, 
And dreſſes up a luſcious maid : 

I rather ſhould have ſaid, indeed, undreſſes, 

To pleaſe a youth's unſanctified careſſes. 


Thus, in the practices of fleſhy evil, 5 
They're off upon a gallop to the devil; 


| Yet deem chermnſelves, poor dupes, cockſure of Heay'n; 


As though Salvation-could to bawds be giv'n, 
To jades encouraging thoſe rebel fires; 
Pepper'd propenſities, and falt deſires; 
Curs'd by the Bible, if we truſt tranſlators ; 
Which ſayeth, © Woe be to all fornicators !” 


a : | 48 


At Rome, each hour, are horrid actions done! 
By thee approv'd, thou dar'ft not, Pop, deny: 
Ves, yes, the lawleſs places are well known, 
Where youth for venal pleaſures madly fly, 


Bargain for beauteous charms, and pick, and cull it, 


As at a poulterer's Betty turns a pullet. 


I like Examples of a wicked act— 


C4 
I . 


An 
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An old Procurgſs groaning, ſighing, dying, 
A rake- hell enters the old Beldame's room m 
4 Hz, mother! thinking on the day of doom? 
'* Hæ - dam'me, ſlabb'ring, whining, praying; 
crying? | 
e Well; mother! what young filly haſt thou got; 
© To give + little trot ?” . 


« 0 Captain, pray, yout idle monte ceaſe, : 
And let a poor old foul depart in peace! 
What wicked things the dev'l puts in your head | * 
Where can you hope to go when you are dead?” 


©* How now, old Beldame ?—ſhamming Heay'n with 
praying! 

te Come, come, to bus'neſs—don't keep ſuch a braying 

« Let'sſee your ſtuff come, Beldame, ſhow your ware; 

te Some little Phillis, freſh from country air.“ 


t O Captain, how unpiouſiy you prate! 
« Well, well, I ſee there's no reſiſting fate; 

© Go, go to the next room, and there's a bed— 
t And ſuch a charming creature in't—ſuch gr ace | 
t Such ſweet ſimplicity ! and /uch a face !— 


Captain, you are a devil—you are, indeed. 
f « ] thank 


15 1 


1 
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& I thank my ſtars that nought ay conſcience twits; 
«© Which to my parting ſoul doth joy afford. 

O Captain! Captain! what, for nice young Tits, 
cc What will you do, when I am with the LORD?” 


REF LE CTI ON. 
Such was the fact! thus was this Bawd perſuaded, 
_ Heav'n's maſſy door would not be barricaded ! 
Sure, in her mind, that PeTtER would unlock it! 


Thus had her ſoul thy paſſport in its pocket. 


Though 


wo 
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Though the Author has fo ſeverely reprimanded His HoLixess 
for his . he, with the utmoſt candour, uſpectetb bis 


own . 


ODE TO INNOCENCE. 


0 Nyurn of meek and bluſhful mien, 
Lone wand'rer of the rural ſcene, 

Who loveſt not the city's buſtling ſound, 
But in the till and ſimple vale 
Art pleas'd to hear the turtle's tale, 

'Mid the gay minſtrelſy that floats around! 


Now on the bank, amid the ſunny beam, 
| ſee thee mark the natives of the ſtream, 

That break the dimpling ſurface with delight ; 
Now ſee thee pitying a poor captive Fly, 
Snapp'd from the loy'd companions of his joy, 
And, ſwallow'd, fink beneath the gulph of nigbt. 


LES. _Þb Now | 
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Now ſee thee, in the humming golden hour, 
Obſervant of the Bee, from flow'r to flow'r, 
That loads with varied balm his little thighs, 
To guard againſt chill winter's famiſh'd day, 
When rains deſcend, and clouds obſcure the ray, 
And tem peſts pour their thunder through the ſkies, 


Now ſee thee happy, with the ſweeteſt ſmile, 
Attentive ſtretch'd along the fragrant ſoil; 
Beholding the ſmall myriads of the plain, 
The piſiires, ſome upon their ſunny hills, 
Some thirſty wand'ring to the cryſtal rills, 
Some loaded, bringing back the ſhowy grain; 


So like the lab'ring ſwains, who yet look down 


: Th 

Contemptuous on their toils and tiny town ! N 

Now fee thee playful chaſe the child of ſpring, H 

: | | nd 

The winnowing Butterfly with painted wing, 

That buſy flickers on from bloom to bloom; þ 
Purſuing wildly now a fav'rite Fan, 

Circling amid the golden realm of air, Ang 

And leaving, all far love, the pea's perfume. « F 

* 2 1 1 , 7 I 
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Now 
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Now ſee thee peeping on the ſecret neſt, 

Where fits the parent Wren in patient reſt ; 

- While at her fide her feather d partner ſings; 
Chaunts his ſhort note, to charm her nurſing day; 
Now for his loves purſues his airy way, 

And now with food returns on cheerful wings. 


Pleas'd could I fit with thee, O nymph  Tweer, 
And hear the happy flocks around thee bleat, 
And mark their ſkipping ſports along the land; 
Now hear thee to a fav'rite lambkin ſpeak, 
Who wanton ſtretches forth his woolly neck, 
And plucks the fragrant herbage from thy hand. 


Thus could I dwell with thee for many an hour: 
Yet, ſhould a rural Venus from her bow'r 

Step forth with: boſom bare, and beaming eye, 
And flaxen locks, luxuriant roſe-clad cheek, 
And purple lip, and dimpled chin ſo ſleek, 

And archly heave the love-ſeducing ſigh; 


And cry, Come hither, ſwain—be not afraid; 
Embrace the wild, and quit the Simple maid” — 
L verily believe that I ſhould go: 
V 


372 ODE 70 INNOCENCE. 


Yet, parting, ſhould I fay to thee, © Farewell— 
« ] cannot help it—W1zcacrarr's in her cell— 
« The Pass10Nns like to be where tempeſts blow— 
e Go, Girl, enjoy thy fiſh, and flies, and doves; 
«© But ſuffer me to wanton with the Loves. 


Thus ſhould I act — excuſe me, charming Saint: 
An imp am I, in VIRruz's cauſe fo faint; 
Like David in his youth, a lawleſs ſwain! 
Preferring (let me own with bluſhing face) 
The ſtorms of Passton to the calms of GRACE; 
One ounce of pleaſure to a pound of pain. 


PATHETIC ODE S. 


— 


THE DUKE OF RICHMOND'S * 
T HUN D E R, 


AND THE WIDOW'S PIGS: 


AT: A Bo 


THE POOR SOLDIER OP TILBURY FORT. 
ODE TO CERTAIN FOREIGN, SOLDIERS. 
ODE TO EASTERN TYRANTS. 
| © THE FROOS AND JUPITER—A FABLE. 


THE DIAMOND PIN AND CANDLE—A FABLE. 
THE SUN AND THE PEACOCK—A FABLE. 


Far off the HERO Beds in Brighton Wars, 
At leaſt his Horſe*s ribs fo glorious bleed ;. 
Where, nobly daring danger, death, and ſcars, 
5 He flies and rallies on his bounding Reed ! 


Bb 3 
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EPISTLE DEDICATORY, 
__— 7 
. HIS GRACE 

THE DUKE OF RICHMOND. 


—_ 


$IR, 


Your GRace's well-known accompliſhments; 


your GRAcE's well-known liberality ; your Gracr's 
well-known love of ſham- fights; your Gr act's well- 
known rage for Public Liberty; your GRACE's well- 
known political economy; your GRace's well-known 
private economy; and laſt, though not leaſt, your 
Grace's well-known Chriſtian-like benevolence to 
objects of charity; form ſuch a conſtellation of 
virtues as muſt inſpire every Author with an ambition 
of dedicating his labours to ſo ſplendid a character, 
Flies are fond of the ſun, 


The great diſpleaſure lately given by your GRacr 
to their High Mightineſſes Meſſieurs Pix r and Dunpas, 
and one or tive more whom we forbear to mention, 
has ſpurred the Muſe to take the part of exalted 


Bb 4 Merit, : 
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Merit, defend you i with her zgis 8 the N 
wiſhes of a whole kingdom, and endeavour to reſtore 
your GRACE to a firm ſeat on that high-mettled war. 
horſe, Oxpwance, upon which your GRAD ſeems to 
fit ſo dangerouſly looſe. 


I am your GRacz's, &c. 


ited 
tore 
VaTre 


Sto 


The Poet giveth 1 modeſt and ſublime picture of 


Ix IN IT, a picture damned by the GREAT Folk of the 


preſent day.— Perz maketh a moſt ſagacious diſcovery of a 


connexion never thought of before, viz. between Fol L and 
GranDEUR.—He talketh of wiſdom, and abuſeth the blind- 
neſs of the Julgar.— He talketh of FLATTERY.—He plumply 
contradicteth the Yu/gar, and advanceth unanſwerable reaſons. 
—He deſcanteth on Mind and Bop r, proving that a horſe- 
whip is as neceſſary for the one as the other.—The wiſe and 
elegant ſpeech of the SR, or Elder Brother.—The Poet 
diſcovereth Diſtance to be the parent of Admiration, and 
confuteth the opinion of Mos, by a pantomimical illuſtration. 
—PETER attacketh many GREAT Mzn, moſt aptly making 
uſe of a wind-mill and a warming-pan.—He ſelecteth one 
Great and Good Man from the herd of Sad. 


TH OGH huge to 4s this flying STI appears, 
And great the buſtle of a thouſand years; 

How /malt to Him who form'd the vas of nature! 
One trembling drop of animated water !® 


* 
* Conſult the wonders of the microſcope. 


| What 


378 PATHETIC ODE, 


ce What are we ?—Reptiles claiming Pirv's ſigh, 

« Though in our own conceits ſo fiercely ſtout ; 
« Nay, ſuch ſmall wights in Provipence's eye, 
As aſks Omnipotence to find us out.” 


So ſays PR ILOSOPHY << Fudge, cant, mere words, 
ce Traſh, nonſenſe, impudence, cry Kings and Lords. 


Ah, Sirs! believe the ſacred truth I tell— 
Fol rr and GxanDEv oft together dwell: 
FoLuy with Tr TE off is ſeen to ſkip, 
Stare from his eye, and grin upon his lip. 


Wiſdom deſcendeth not from king to king, 
Or lord to lord, like an eftate; 
The preſent day believeth no ſuch thing— 

Matters are vaſtly chang'd of late, 


What ſays ExptRIence from her ſober ſchool? 
$ Narvxz on many a titled front writes fol. 
« But lo, the vulgar world is blind, ſtone blind ; 
* The beaſt can ſee no writing of the kind; 

Or if it ſees, it cannot read 


*« Now this is marvellous indeed.“ 


ev — ,q, 7 e 


Hark 
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Hark to the voice of FLaTT'sy ! thus ſhe ſings— 
Gods of the earth are Emp'rors, Popes, and Kings; 
« Godlings, our Dukes and Earls, and ſuch fine folk.“ 
And thus the liar FLAT T' RV ſung of yore; 
The faſcinated million cry'd encore, 
For W1sDoM was too young to ſmell the joke. 


Wide was the ſphere of Icnorance, alas 
And faint; too faint, of Taurn's young ſun the ray; 
Too feeble through th' In MENSE of gloom to paſs, 
And beaming chaſe a world of fog away. 


Ye VULGAR cry, © GREAT MEN are wond'rous 
wiſe— | | 

Whoever told you ſo, told arrant lies : 

It cannot be,—Not be ! why ?—Hear me, pray, 

They are ſo dev'liſh /azy, let me ſay. 


The Mind wants luſty flogging, to be great: 

To uſe a vulgar phraſe, © The Mind muſt eat. 
Now men of worſhip will not ſweat the Mind ; 

Meat, clothes, and pleaſure, come without, they find. 


4 What 
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What man will make a drayhorſe of the ſoul, 
To drag from Scrence's hard quarry, ſtone, 

Who really wanteth nothing from the hole — ; 
A toil which therefore may be let alone ? 


Th' idea ſeems ſo wond'rouſly uncouth, 
As maketh ev'ry elder brother fart ; 
Who openeth thus his widely-grinning mouth, 
« Fine fun indeed for me to ns a cart 


« Let younger brothers join it, if they pleaſe ; 
« Old Sqvart-Tos, thank my God, has caught my 
fleas.” 


Suppoſe ye want a fine ſtrong fellow ?—ſpeak, 
Where for this fine ſtrong fellow would ye ſeck ? 
e Seek! ſeek a drayman,” with one voice ye cry; 
ce A chairman or a ploughman, to be fare; 
ce Men who a conſtancy of toil endure ; 
« Such are the fellows that we ought to try.” 


This then is granted—well then, don't ye find 
Some likeneſs *twixt the body and the mind? 


_ Diftauct 


Diſtance has wonderful effects indeed; | Ol : | 


But, Sirs, this is not ev'ry body's creed: 15 
Mos is not in the ſecret— that's the caſe; i 
Mos deemeth great men Gods !—yes, ev'ry where, 
| | =. off, or near. 
Now let a ſhort remark or two take place. 


Firſt, I aſſure you that things are not o; 

By G— d, they are zo? Gods. —I pray ye, go | 
To pantomimes, where fine caſcades, and fields, 
And rocks, a huge delight to Wow pER yields: 


r gs, © 


; 2 
*- 36 n LY 
A wo; Mt rms he 74 2 nt tpi oabeinct HON 8 oma,» > ah» — —— 

. e * 4 -$ — 1 . r — vo MEE NEE a 2 — : , > 
| 3 . er re $A 2 owt Mg 2 — = — - „ 

r — 4 __ EY "3 — r 2 - NOS» — 

ey + = E r r * * — OO nD £3 y > — 2 * 
ey - — _ r 4 - & 


uy 
Approach them—what d'ye find the frowning rocks ? 
Lord! what imagination really ſhocks! 
Black pairs of breeches, ſcarcely worth a groat: 
| What are the fields ſo flouriſhing? green bays, 


The objects of your moſt aſtonifh'd gaze: 
What the caſcade? a tinſel petticoat, 
And tinſel gown upon a windlaſs turning, 
The fields and rocks ſo nat rally adorning. 


Great men 1 I've faid it, often are oreat fools, 

creat ſycophants, oreat ſwindlers, and great knaves; 
Too often bred in Trzanny's dark ſchools, - 
Happy to ſee the under-world their ſlaves. 

Great men, at diffrent times, are diff rent too; 

More ſo when int'reſt is the game in view. 


74 
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A wind- 
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A windmill and a wartning- pan, no doubt, E 
Are moſt unlike each other in their nature; . F 
Yet, truſt me, the ſame man, * place and out, 
Is to the full as oppoſite a creature. 


Yet /ome great men are good !—and, by miſchance, 
Their eyes on mis'ry will not always glance; 
As, for example, Rrcumonp's glorious Grace, 
A Duke of moſt unguęſtionable merit, 
With Mzzc*xy's cunning, and dread Maxs's ſpirit, 
Who took the * a tremendous * 


This Burr of 1 is for ever ring; 
| To find out objects of ſheer merit, trying: 
How happy too, if objects of diftreſs !. 
Thus is his Grace of Guns ador'd by all; 
For this, where'er he rides, both great and ſmall, 
Him and his horſe, with eyes uplifted, bleſs. 


This TuxENNE would be forry, very forry, 
Should one pale form of want his eye eſcape: 
« No,” cries his Grace, © MisrorTuNnE.ſhallnot worry, 
« Whilſt Ja ſixpence for the poor can ſcrape.” 


A French General, of the laſt century; poſſeſſed of the 
ſublimeſt qualitzes, + gs * 


How 
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How much like MajzsTy in Windſor town, 
Hunting for Prrx's objects up and down ? 


Yet ſince diſtreſs has 'ſcap'd his Gracr's eye, 
The Muſe o'er TiLz'zxy Fort ſhall breathe a ſigh, 
Yet ere on TiL:B'sy ForT we drop a tear, 

Lo, with a tale we treat the public ear 

Relate a pretty ſtory of his Grace : 

Much will the tale his Gr acz's ſoul difplay— 
Happ'ning ('tis ſaid) at Goodwood on a day — 
will put a ſmile or frown on ev'ry face. | 
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THE DUKE OF RICHMOMD'S Doc | 


| AND ] 
THE WIDOW'S PIGS. | 
= — ˖ 


The Widow” s whole borelne lodged | in the Sow.—Her joy on 

the Sow's lying-in,—The Duke's Dog Tyundzr much like S 
Courtiers,—TxunDeR killeth the young Pigs, yet ſurpaſſeth 
Courtiers in modeſty.— The Sow cryeth out—The Widow 
joineth the Sow in her exclamations.—The old Steward 

cometh forth at the cry of the Sow and Widow, and uttereth T 

a moſt pathetic exclamation.A ſenſible diſſertation on the 


different ſpecies of compaſſion, —The Widow's piteous addreſs | 

to his GuAcR.— His Gracz's humane and generous anſwer to 

the Widow, a , 
Ol 
By 


A DAME near Goodwood own'd a Sow, her all, 
Which nat'rally did into travail fall, | 
And brought forth many a comely ſon and daughter; * | 
On which the WIDow wond'rouſly was glad, | 
8 and ſung, as really ſne were mad fo, 
But Tzaxs oft hang upon the heels of LAUGHTER, J 


At 


TRE DUKE OF RICHMOND's DOG, &c. 385 


At Goodwood dwelt the Duke' s great Dog, call'd 
THUNDER; 

A dog, like courtiers; niuch inclin'd to plunder; ; 

This dog, with courtier-jealouſy ſo bitter, 

Beheld the ſweetly- ſnuffling ſportive litter, 


Bounce ! without cc by your leave,” or leaſt harangue, it 
Upon this harmleſs litter, THunpeR ſprang, | 
And murder'd brothers, ſiſters, quick as thought; 
Then ſneak'd away, his tail between his rear, 
Seeming aſham'd—unlike great courtiers here; 
Who (Faus reporteth) are aſham'd of nought, 


The childleſs Sow ſet up a ſhrick 2 loud! 
All her ſweet babies ready for the ſhroud ; 
| Now chas'd the rogue that ſuch ſad miſchief work d: 
Out ran theDamz—join'd Mis rRESS Sow's ſhrill cries; 
Burſt was at once the bag that held her fighs, 

And all the botfles of her tears uncork'd. 
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t Oh! the Duke's dog has ruin'd me outright ; 
* Oh! he hath murder'd all my pretty pigs.” 


Forth march'd the Steward grey, with lifted ſight, 


And lifted hands, good man, and cry'd © Odſnigs !” 


Vor. III. Cc Word 


386 THE DUKE OF RICHMOND'S DOC, 


Word of ſurpriſe ! which, with a plaintive tone, 
And rueful countenance, and hollow groan, Y 
Did ſeem like pity alſo, for her caſe: 
Yet what's Od/mrgs, or moan, or groan, or ſighs, 
Unhelp'd, by Famins if the object dies? 
Or what a yard of methodiſtic face? 


Compaſſions differ very much, we find 

One deals in fghs—now ſighs are merely wind: 
Another only good advice affords, 

Inſtead of alms—now this is only words : 
Another cannot bear to ſee the poor; 

So orders the pale beggar from the door. 


Now that compaſſion is the beſt, I think, 

(But, ah ! the human ſoul it rarely graces) 
Inftead of groans, which giveth meat and drink; 
Off ring * ME too, inſtead of faces. 


But, a we ow ny Dukk, and Sow, and 
Dame, 
To follow an old pitifl remark ; 
Like wanton ſpaniels that deſert the game, 
To yelp and courſe a butterfly or lark. 


AND THE WIDOW'S PIGS, 7 


Now to his GRAce the howling Widow goes, 
Wiping her eyes ſo red, and flowing noſe. 


« Oh! pleaſe your Grace, your Grace's dev'liſh dog, 
% Tyunper's confounded wicked chops | 
« Have murder'd all my beauteous hopes— 

I hope your Grace will pay for ev'ry hog.” 


What anſwer gave his Grace ?—With placid brow, 
Don't cry,” quoth he, © and make ſo much foul 
weather 
* Go home, Dau; and when Thunder eats the /ow, 
« J'll pay for all the family together.” 
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A POOR SOLDIER OF TILBURY FORT, 


. 
— 
— o 
. S £-- 8 : bd 
4 * » - 


The Poet pronounceth the very great une ſubſiſting between 


Maar and Monty.—MeErirt's connexion with Povkxrr, 


© and the conſequence.— Attack on Fox TUNE. Addreſs to the 


poor SOLDIER He pitieth the poor Soldier's pitiable fate, 
Viz, his ragged coat, hungry ſtomach, and want of fire.— 
© His companions on the mud.— PETER ſmileth at the hubbub 
made on account of a ſhot-hole in the /iz#le coat of a creat 
PRINCE, a remnant of glory that may probably add another 
ray to the luſtre of SainT PA urs. PETER moſt pathetically 


enquireth for his GR ACE proclaimeth. him to be at Brighton, 


moſt heroically engaged. — The different amuſements of his 
GRaCcE at BxicnToN, awake and aſleep.— Crumbs of con- 
ſolation to the poor Soldier. 


Mrzgrr and MONEY very ſeldom meet; 
Form'd for each other, they ſhould oftener greet; 
Indeed much oftener ſhould be ſeen together: 


But Monzr, vaſtly ſhy, doth keep aloof: 


Wo % 


Thus PovtrTyY and MERIT beat the hoof, 
| Expos'd, poor ſouls, to every kind of weather. 


Thus 


ODE TO A POOR SOLDIER. 339 


Thus as a greyhound 1s 1 Mexzir lean, 
So ſlammakin, untidy, ragged, mean, 
Her garments all ſo ſhabby and unpinn'd : 
But look at FoLLy's fat Dutch lubber Cnito; 
How on the tawdry cub has Fox ruxR nil d, 
When with contempt the Goppzss ſhould have 


grinn d] 


„o much for preamble; and now for Tre, | 
3 Whoſe ſtate Dy his Grace could never fee. ; 


Poor = after many a dire campaign, 
her WH Drawn mangled from the gory hills of lain, 
Perhaps the ſoul of Beliſarius thine; 

his W Why with a tatter'd coat along the ſhore, 
Where Oczan ſeems to heave a pitying roar, 
Why do I fee thee thus neglected pine? 


Poor wretch! along the fands condemn'd to go, 
And join a hungry dog, or famiſh'd cat, 

A pig, a gull, a cormorant, a crow, 
In queſt of crabs, a muſcle, or a ſprat!. 


S | Now 
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390 ODE ro A POOR SOLDIER 


Now, at Nraar's awful, pale, and filent noon, 
Along the beach I ſee thee lonely creep, 
Beneath the paſling ſolitary moon, 
A ſpectre ſtealing mid the world of ſleep. 


 Griev'd at thy channell'd cheek, and hoary hair, 
And quiv'ring lip, I mark thy famiſh'd form, 
And hollow jellied orbs that dimly ſtare, 
Thou piteous-penſioner upon the ſtorm, 
The MvsE's handkerchief ſhall wipe thine eye, 
And bring ſweet Horx to ſoothe the mournful ſigh, 


Deſerted Hero ! what! condemn'd to pick, 
With wither'd, palſy'd, ſhaking, wounded hand, 
Of wrecks, alas! the melancholy tick, 

Thrown by the howling tempeſt on the ſtrand? 


Glean'd with the very hand that graſp'd the ſword, 
To guard the throne of BRITAILx's SACRED Lok p! 
| While CowaRDict at home, from danger ſhrinks, 
And on a” 8 vitals eats and drinks, 


Heav'ns let a pee and ranibling ſhot 


T euch but a Prince's hat or coat S 
- Expanded 


OF TILBURY FORT, 391 


Expanded are the hundred mouths of Fanz; 
Whilſt braver thouſands (but antitled wretches), 


Swept by the ſword, ſhall drop like paltry vetches, 
Their fate unpitied, and unheard their name! 


Poor Soldier ! 1s that ſtick to make a fire, 
To warm thyſelf, and wife, and children dear d. 
Where is the goodly Duke—of Coals the *Squire, 
Whoſe heart hath melted oft at Mis'Rv's tear? 


Sad veteran! is that coat thy ragged ALL? 
Sport of the ſaucy winds and ſoaking rain! 
For this has Courace fac'd the flying ball? 
For this has bleeding Brav'sy preſs'd the plain ? 


Where is the Man who mocks the grin of Death , 
Turns Bagſhot pale, and frightens Hounſlow Heath ? 


Far off, alas! he bleeds in Brighton wars; 
At leaft his horſe's ribs ſo glorious ed; 
Where, nobly daring danger, death, and ſcars, 
He flies and rallies on his bounding ſteed. 


There too his GRACE may wield his happy pen, 
g To prove that truly great and valiant men, 
Cc C4 
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In idle duels never ſhould engage, | 
But nurſe for dread Reviews their godlike rage. 


Far off, the Hzro, in his tent reclin d, 
Where high and mighty meditations ſuit, 

On leather, leather, turns his lofty mind, 
Jo make a cannon of an old jack-boot ! 


Great geniuses, how loſtily they jump! 
Lord! what his rapture when he deigns to ride 
To feel beneath his GRACx's gracious rump, | 
An eighteen-pounder in his horſe's hide! 


There too, to Barracks, fir'd in Fazzpom's cauſe, 
And to Mount Wyſe, x his lyre the Hexo tunes; 

There too the pow'r of doting Faxe draws = 
The Royal George to ſight by air-balloons. 


This, Fancy's pow'r moſt eaſily can dare— 
By Fancy's pow'r the royal ſhip may riſe, 
Borne by her bladders through the fields of air, 
Juſt like a twig, by | rooks, along the ſkies, 


A place near Plymouth Dock, on which the national trea- 
ſure has been ſo wiſely 8 for the innumerable convenienciss 
of his brother Lennox. 
| + This was actually propoſed by 2s 8 CE, Ye every 
&nguine | idea of ſucceſs, . | 
"2 oO There 
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There too, at midnight drear, the Hero ſchemes, 
Midſt hum and ſnore of troops, for England's good; 
Explores machines of death in happy dreams, 
For hills of — and cataracts of blood. 


There, like King Richard, whom the Furies rend, 
He buſtles i in his ſleep, and ſtarts, and turns ; 


Now graſps the ſword, and now a candle end, 
That, blazing like him/elf, beſide him burns, 


Thus, wid his tent reclin'd, the GopLixe Man _ 
_ Vaſt ſchemes i in ſlumber ſpins for England's fake; 

« And lo,” quoth Fame, his Godlike Grace can plan 
te As wiſely in his ſleep as when awake.“ 

When, with his hoſt, Caricvra came over, 

No matter where—for rhyme-ſake call it Dover— 

What were the trophies hence to Rome he bore? 

Of paltry perriwinkles juſt a ſcore! 


But RicyMonD from his Brighton wars ſhall bring 
Life to the State, and ſafety to a King! 
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Bleſt Man! from Brighton field, with laurels crown'q, 
He-triumphs up to town without a wound ;* 

From Brighton wars, that witneſs'd not a corſe 
Moſt lucky, loſing neither man nor horſe ! 


Thus then, O Sol p1zs, diſtance hides his Ga act; 
Thus is the ſun, at times, of clouds the ſport : 
Yet ſooh the glories of his Lordſhip's face 
Shall, like a comet, blaze o'er TiLB'xy Forr, 


There ſhall the Musk thy piteous tale unfold, 
Gain thee a coat, and coals, to kill the cold; 

' Nay, fat ſhall ſwim upon thy meagre porridge : 
The ſympathiſing Dvxz her tale will hear, 
And drop, at ſound of coat and coals, a tear— 
| — EI s eovage 


* The Poet ſeems to hi tad himſelf: his motto talks 
a different language: but the guidlibet audendi ths as much 


to P. P. as to every other poet. 
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A complimentary addreſs to the Soldiers. Wholeſomę advice. 


PeTER draweth a natural and pathetic picture of poor 
LirTLE Louis, reported to have been diſgracefully put an 
apprentice to a ConBLER.—The inſolence and cruelty of his 
maſter the CoBBLEX.— The CoßzLER blaſphemouſly abuſeth 
TirIE.— The little CoßzIER KING cryeth.—Senſible re- 


flexions on the genius of Kings, with a lick at the French 


Convention, and alſo at his own ſtupidity.—PzTzxz ſuppli- 
cateth for the little Lovis.—Adviſeth the Soldiers to a bold 
action.—Enquireth of Soldiers who is to receive their Death- 


money.— PETER comforteth, and reconcileth them to Death. 
PzTEeR bleſſeth the King and the War, and curſeth RxroRu, a 


word in the mouths of Mr, Pirr and the Duxe of Ricn- 
MOND before they got into office.— PETER adviſeth more taxes, 


for a weighty political reaſon, videlicet, on account of the 


impudence of a NaT10N, which always increaſeth in an inſuf. 
ferable ratio, with riches, | . 


VE Heroes, from your wives and turnips far, 
Who wage ſo gloriouſly the flying war, 

I give you joy of hand and leg endeavour; 
And though ye ſometimes chance to run, away, 
The generous GENERAL MuRRayv's pleas'd to fay, 


« 'Tis very great indeed tis wall clever.“ 
O cut 
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O cut the Frenchmen's throats, the reſtleſs dogs ! 
O with the tiger's gripe upon them ſpring ! 

A pack of vile, degrading, horrid ow bh ; 
Fo make a dirty cobbler of a King! 


See ftool-propp'd MajzsTY hy leather ſpread ; 
Behold its pretty fingers wax the thread, 

And now the leather on the lapſtone, hole; 

Now puts his Majeſty A 
Now wide he throws his arms with ter ſkin, 

| And now he ſpits and hammers on the ſole, 


And lo, a raſcal, chriſten'd Saxs-CULOTTE, 
Leers on the window of his ſhed; and lo, 
He bawk (without of awe a ſingle jot) 
„ Come, Maſter King quick, ſirrah, mend my 
1 Io 115m | 


And ſee! the /boe the little Monarch takes, 
And lo, at ev'ry ſtitch with fear he quakes.— 
Such is of Liberty the bleſſed fruit! | 

The name Licentiouſneſs would better ſuit, | 


Behold SainT Cnisein's picture, ſtrange to tell, 
The low-life cobbler's tutelary Saint, 
Of little Lovis deck the dirty cell ; 


how diff rent from the loſty Lovvar' s paint! 
See! 
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See! his hard Maſter catches up the ſtrap, 

| And laſhes the young King's poor back and ſide— 
How] flog his MajESTY !—for what mishap? 

Ye Gods ! becauſe he ſpoil'd a bit of hide! 


Hear, hear the cruel tyrant thus exclaim! 
« Sirrah, there's nothing in a lofty name; | 
is all mere nonſenſe, ſound, and ſtuff eher; 
| Don' t think, becauſe thy anceſtors, ſo great, 
« Have to a paring brought a glorious State, 
© I give thee leave to ſpoil a piece of leather.“ 
And now behold the little tears, like peas, 
\ Courſe o'er his tender cheek in ſilence down; 
And now, with bitter grief, he feels and ſees 
The difPrence”twixt a ſtirrup and a crown. 
_ Folly ! to make a cobbler of a King! 
Tis ſuch a piece of madneſs, to my mind! 
What could CoxvenTion hope from ſuch a thing? 
The race is fit for nothing—of the kind. 


Heav'ns! then how dull I am! It was diſgrace 
Francs meant to put upon the royal race; 
&« Aye, and diſgrace upon the Coboler too, 
Moſt impudently roars the Max or SHor. 


O from 
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O from the lapſtone ſet the Monarch free ! 
O ſnatch the ſtirrup from his royal knee; 
Pull the hand-leather off, and ſeize the aw! 
Seize too the hammer that his fingers gall ! 


Soldiers! to Paris ruſn—ſtrike RoprrsPIERRE, 
Knock Dax rox down, and crucify BARRERR: 
Cruſh the vile egg from which the Serpent ſprings, 
To dart th envenom'd fang at ſacred Kincs, 


O ſoldiers, 4who/e your ſkin-money, I pray? 
At thirty guineas each—how dear your hides! 
Much ſhould I like the contract, let me fay : 
Thrice lucky Rocvs, that o'er your lives preſides ! 


Then pray don't grumble, Sirs, ſhould ye be „bot; 


That is to ſay, if ye deſire to thrive; 
For know, if death ſhould prove your lucky lot, 
Your're worth a vaſt deal more than when alive. 


# 
* . 
* 4 
4 5 - * 1 J 
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POSTSCRIPT. 


NOW God bleſs our good King, and this good war, 
And d-mn that wicked word we call Rerorm; 
Breeding in Britain ſo much horrid jar, 


sf 


So witch-like, conj'ring up a dangerous ftorm ! 


Yet, in the mouths of Prrr and Ricumond's Log, 

Once what a ſweet and inoffenſive word ! 

Thus proving the delightful proverb true, 

« What's meat to me, may poiſon be to you,” 

And now God bleſs once more good Miſter PreT, 
Who for invention beats nineteen in twenty; 

And may this Gentleman's moſt ready wit 
Supply the nation all with taxes plenty ; 

And as the kingdom has unclench'd its fiſt, 

Pick out a few odd pence for Civil-Liſt, 


We are too rich—Dame ForTuNeE grows too ſaucy ; 
Wealth is inclin'd to be confounded brafy. 2 


4 | War 
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War is a wholeſome bliſter for the back; 
Draining away the humours all ſo 97. ; 

Elſe would the Empire be of guts a fack— 

A Falſtaff—woollack—an unwieldy Joss. 


| War yieldeth ſuch rare ſpirits to a nation! 
Giving the blood ſo briſk a circulation! 
A kingdom, and a poet, and a cat, 
Should never, never, never be 00 fats 


L N | F | 1 ODE 
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Cars and Princes very much alike; 


20 A CAT who from a window peepeth aut, 
« Is very like a Car who peepeth in 
Thus is it faid-—and he who is no lout, 
| Knoweth that Cats are unto Men akin, 


For Princes looking up towards a throne, 

Are very much like Pa1nces looking down ; 

That is, love pow'r, love wealth, have great propenſities, 
Sublimely dealing ever in immen/ities, 


Princes have clawing paſſions too, I ween— 
Yes, many a foreign King and foreign Queen; 
Wich ſtomachs wide too as a whale's, or wider: 
The ſubject and a king, in foreign land, 
I often have been giv'n to underſtand, 

Are a poor JAck-Ass and his RIDER. 
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Prrzx, with his poetical broomſtick, belaboureth foreign 
Tyrants—Taketh the part of the oppreſſed Poorx—Aketh | 
Tyrants knotty and puzzling queſtions—Giveth a ſpeech of 
Caro. PE TEN ſeriouſly informeth them that they are not 
like the Bon D.—PzTER taketh a ſurvey of the furniture of 
their heads.—PRTER ſolemnly declareth that the MILLI Ox 
doth not like to be ridden—Giveth an inſolent ſpeech of 
Tyrants, and calleth them Higbhuaymen.— The TAT Lok and 
the Satin Breeches.— The Suotmartr and the Shoes.— 
PeTzs lamenteth that there ſhould be /o-e who think it a f 
to ret Tyrants.—Adviſeth them to read Esor's fables. 


WH O, and what are ye, ſceptred bullies ?—ſpeak, 
That millions to_your will muſt bow the neck, 
And, ox- like, meanly take the galling yoke? 
Philoſophers your ignorance deſpiſe; 
E'en Forty, laughing, lifts her maudlin eyes, 
And freely on your wi/doms:cracks her joke, 


How dare ye on the men of labour tread, 
' Whoſe honeſt toils ſupply your mouths with bread ; 
Who, groaning, ſweating, like ſo many hacks, 
Work you the very clothes upon your backs ? 
Clothes of calamity, I fear, | 
That hold in ev'ry ſtitch a tear. 
bb Who 
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On guts and garbage when ye meet, 
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Who ſent you? Not the Lord who rules on high, 

Sent you to Man on purpoſe from the ſky, | 
Becauſe of wiſdom it is not a proof: 

Show your credentials, Sirs:—if ye refuſe, 

T errific Gentlemen, our ſmiles excuſe, _ 
BELIEF. moſt certainly will keep aloof. 


Old virtuous rugged Caro, on a day, 
Thus to the SooTHSAYERS was heard to ſay : 
« Avours! by all the Gods it is a ſhame 
« To gull the mole-eye'd million at this rate; 


ce Making of gaping blockheads ſuch a game, 


4 Pretending to be hand and glove with FarE! 


ce To carry on the holy cheat, 
« How is it ye preſerve that ſolemn grace, 
« Nor burſt with laughter in each other's face?“ 


Thus to your courtiers, Sixs, might I exclaim 
* In wonder's name, | 


0 How can ye meanly grov'ling bow the head 


ce To pieces of gilt gingerbread ? 
e Fetch, carry, fawn, kneel, flatter, crawl, tell lies, 


© To Peaſe the creature that ye ſhould 4p’; !? 
Da'2 Tyrants, 
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: Tyrants, with all your wonderful dominion, 


Ye ar'n't a whit like God, in my opinion; 
Though you think otherwiſe, I do' preſume : 


Hot to the marrow with the raling luſt, 


Fancying your crouching ſubjects ſo much dt, 
Your /ofty ſelves the mighty ſweeping broom. 


Open the warehouſes of all your brains; 


Come, Sirs, turn out—let's ſee what each contains: 


Heav'ns, how ridiculous! what motley ſtuff ! 


Shut, quickly ſhut again the brazen doors; 


Too much of balderdaſh the eye explores; 


'Yes, ſhut them, ſhut them, we have ſeen enough, 


Are theſe the Beings to beſtride a world? 


To ſuch ſid beaſts, has God his creatures hurl'd ? 


Men want not Tyrznis—overbearing knaves ; 
Deſpots that rule a realm of faves; 
Proud to be gaz'd at by a reptile race: 


| Charm'd with the muſic of their clanking chains, 
Pleas'd with the fog of STaTz that clouds their brains, | 


; Who cry, with-all the impudence of face, 


8 


N 2\l Behold 
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« Behold your Gods !—down, raſcals, on your knees; 
« Your money, miſcreants quick, no words, no 
ſtrife 
« Your lands too, ſcoundrels, vermin, lice, bugs, fleas ; 
* And thank our mercy that allows you life !” | 


Thus ſpake the Hrouwavmen in purple pride, 
On Slavery's poor gall'd back ſo wont to ride. 


Who would not laugh to ſee a TayLor bow 
Submiſſive to a pair of ſatin breeches ? 

Saying, © O Breeches, all men muſt allow 
« There's ſomething in your aſpect that bewitches 


Let me admire you, Breeches, crown'd with glory; 

« And though 7 made you, let me ſtill adore ye: 

Though a Rymp's humble ſervant, form'd for need, 
« To keep it warm, yet, Lord! you are ſo fine, 

« cannot think you are my work indeed 

« Though merely mortal, lo, ye ſeem divine!“ 


Who would not quick exclaim, © The TayLor's 


Yet Tyrant-adoration is as bad, [mad !”? 


See! Crisein makes a pair of handſome ſhoes, 
Sk and beſpangled, ſuch as ladies uſe— 
Dd 3 Suppoſe 
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Suppoſe the ſhoes ſo proud, upon each heel, 
Perk it in CxrspIx's face, with ſaucy pride, 
And all the meanneſs of his trade deride, 
And all: the ſtate of ſelf- importance feel; 


Tell him the diſtance between them and him, 
CxispIN would: quickly cry, © A pretty whim ! 
LE Confound your little bodies, though ſo fine, 
&« Are not the ſilk and {| pangles that ye boaſt, 
t Put on you at my proper coſt ? | 

“% Whatever's on ye, is it not all mine? 
Did not I put you 2h together, pray?“ 
What could the ſimple ſhoes in anſwer ſay ? | 


There too are /ome (thank Heav'n they do not ſwarm) 
Who deem it foul to ſtay a TyranT's arm, 
That falls with fate upon their humble ſkulls : 
Some for a DzseoT's rod have heav'd the ſigh !— 
Let fuch on wiſer Esor caſt an eye, 

And read the fable of the Frogs, the foals. 


d . b 


THE 
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F HE FROGS AND JUEITER. 
THE. Fnoos, ſo happy midſt their peaceful pond, 
Of Emp'rors grew at once extremely fond ; 
Yes, yes, an Emp'ror was a glorious thing ; 
Each really took it in his addle pate, 
Twould be ſo charming to exchange their ſtate ! 
An Emp'ror would ſuch heaps of bliſſes bring! 


Sudden out hopp'd the NaTiow: on the graſs, 
Frog-man and yellow wife, and youth and laſs, 

A numerous tribe, to knuckle down to Jovx, 
And pray the Gods to ſend an Emp'ror down, 
'Twas ſuch a pretty thing, th' IMPERIAL CRO] AI 

So form'd their pleaſures, honours, to improve. 


Forth fr from-his old blue <veather-box, the Sk IESs, 
Jovs briſkly ſtepp'd,, with two wide-wond' ring eyes; 
« MyNNRERRS, quoth Jovg, if ye are wiſe, be quiet; 


c Know when you're happy“ — but he preach'd in 
They made the moſt abominable riot; [uxain; 


« An Emp'ror, Emp'ror, yes, we muſt obtain,” 


0 Well, take one,” cry d the God, and down he ſwopp'd 
A monſtrous piece of wood, from whence he chopp'd 
Did Kings 
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Kings for the gentlefolk of ancient days: by 
Stunn'd at the ſound, the frogs all ſhook with dread; n \ 
Like dabchicks, under water puſh'd each head, ( 

Afraid a 2 —_ ſo pale to raiſe, F 


At 88 one ſtole a peep, and . a ſecond, ] 
Who, lily winking to a third frog, beckon'd; | 
And ſo on, till they all obtain'd a peep; J 
Nov nearer, nearer edging on they drew, } 
And finding nothing terrible, nor new, 
Bold on his Ma JesTY began to leap * 


Such hopping this way, that way, off and on! c 
Such croaking, laughing, ridiculing fun! 


In ſhort, ſo very ſhameleſs were they grown; 
So much of grace and manners did they lack, 
One little villain faucily ſquat down, 
And, with a grin, defil'd the Royar Back. 


Now.unto Jove they, kneeling, pray'd again, 
“O JverT88, this is ſo ſad a beaſt, 
& So dull a Monarch—ſo devoid of brain! 
ee Give us a king of ſpirit, Jovx, at leaſt.” 
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The God cemply'd, and ſent them Emy'zor Srokk, 
Who with his loving ſubje&s went to work ; 

Chas'd the poor ſprawling imps from pool to pool, 
Reſolv d to get a handſome belly full. 


Now gaſping, wedg'd within his iron beak, 

Did wriggling ſcores moſt lamentably ſqueak : 

Bold puſh'd the Eup'ROR on, with ſtride / noble, 5 
Boltingꝰ his ſubjects with majeſtic gobble, 


Again the croaking Tribe began to pray, 
Midſt hoppings, ſcramblings, murder, and diſmay : 


« O fave us, Jove, from this inhuman Tok ! 
« O fave us from this Imp of Hell! 
c MyxHEERS, quoth Jove, © pray keep your Em- 
p'ror STORK— | ; | 
. Fools never know when they are well. 


* A term to be found in the HaursRHIAE Dictionary, 
implying a rapid deglutition of bacon, without the ſober ceremony 
of maſtication. It is, moreover, to be obſerved, that Hampſhire 
ſervants, who are bacon-du/ters, have always leſs wages than 
bacon-chewers, 


ODE. 
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Peren . a gentle ls; to the 8 af foreign 
 PoTEnTATEsS; and a pair of pretty Fables, by way of 


looking-glafſes,. for their Mos r HIoR H 4 onri 3 Es. 


Er'ROks, and Por PES, and Na BOBS, 917857 things, 
I think, too, we may take in foreign Kings, 
Too often deem their HUMBLE Maxess, Saves; 
Now ſuch high Folk are either fools or knaves, 

Or both together probably a caſe 

That happens frequently amongſt the Race. 
Methinks now, this is ſcandalous tis hateful 
Wicked, and, what is full as bad; ungrateful. 


The Great of many a Continent and Iſſe, 
Enough to make the ſoureſt*Cynic ſmile, 
Or, as the proverb ſays, © make @ dog "TX 5 
Think Honours from themſelves ariſe alone; 
Thus are their MaxxxS at a diftance-thrown, _ 
Conſider' dias mere mob, mere dirt, mere chaff. 


The following Fables then will let them know 
What to us rifraff of the world they owe. 


IK 
240 


r 
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DIAMOND PIN 
| AND THE | 
- -FARTHING CANDLE. 
| Ms FABLE. 


UPON a Lady's toilet, full of luſtre, 

A Dimond Prix one night began to bluſter : 
Full of conceit, like ſome young flirting girl, 
Her ſenſes loſt in VaxiTy's wild whirl: 


Highly diſguſted at a Farthing Candle, 

Left by the Lavy of the Broom, | 

Nam'd Sus Ax, ſlipp'd into another room, 
Sometbing of conſequence to handle 


e You naſty tallow thing,” exclaim'd Miss Pin, 

« Pray keep your diſtance- don't ſtay here, and wink; 
& J loath ye you and all your greaſy kin 

cc Good heav'ns! how horribly you look and ſtink !” 


te Good Lord! Miss Pin,” Miss CAxDLER quick re- 
— ths uoginreſÞ pridh 2 [pl 


- - © 0" —— ——— — 
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Tou ſhine indeed—to this I muſt agree: 

e Yes, Miſs, you make a very pretty blaze; 

« But let me tell ye, that your wond'rous rays : 
© Owe all their boaſted brilljancy to me.” 


« How! Madam Impupzncs !” rejoin'd Miss PiN, 
Firſt with a frown, and then a ſcornful grin; 
I ſhould not ſure have dreamt of , 

| « Mrss Far 1 p 3 


cc Susan, MIG CanDLE bawl'd, “ ©Susa N, come here; 
es Such ſaucy language I'll no longer bear: 

ec Susan, come, fatisfy the Lady's doubt 

tc Take me away, 1 ſay, or blow me out.“ 


Sus ax, who, liſt' ning, heard the great diſpute, 

By no means could refuſe Miſs Canvuz's ſuit; 
So into darkneſs Susan blew her beam : E. 

« Now,” with a ſharp ſarcaſtic ſneer, 

« Now,” quoth Miſs Can, © now, my dear, 


0 


4 7 Where i is of radiance now your boaſted ſtream * 


tt Where are your keen and faſcinating rays, 
Ten thouſand of them—ſuch a mighty blaze? 
pot. Mis 


Miſs Di/monp ſtar'd, and ſtar'd, and ſtar'd again, 
To find departed radiance, but in vain. 


AND THE FARTHING CANDLE. 413 | ; 
| 
' 
| 


Quite vaniſh'd ! not a ſingle ray difplay'd! 
Each ſparkle ſwallow'd in the depth of ſhade! 
Alter'd, quite alter'd, ſadly diſappointed, 
The bones of her high pride disjointed, 
I fear,” quoth Pin, © I much miſtake my nature.” 


. 
* 
\ 
e — 8 
. Rx 
9 ————— P 


te True,“ anſwer'd CanDLE, © true, my dear Miſs Pin; 
« Lift not, in future, quite ſo bigh, your chin, 


— ey Rene 


0 But ſhow ſome. rev rence for your BL azs- 


' CREATOR,” 


e 
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AND- 


THE PEACOCK, 
e 


A PEACOCK, 8 on a bam g one EY 
Bleſt with a quantum ſufficit of pride, 
All conſequence amid the folar ray, | 

Spread with a ſtrut his circling plumage — 


Good morrow, (quoth the Conor)! MASTER SUN; 
ee Your braſſy face has greatly beeñ admir'd— 
« Now pray, Sor, anſwer me I'm not in fun— 
© What is there in it to be ſo deſir'd? 
c If I have any eyes to ſee, 
| cc And, that I have, is Clear to me, ; 
« My tail poſſeſſes far more ſplendid grace, 
cc By far more 2 n your Worsnip's ” wool 


The Sux look'd down with ſmiles upon the fowl, 
Vuppoſing it at firſt an owl ; | 
| And thus with gravity reply'd, © Sir, know 

5 That 
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ce That though unluckily my Worſhip's face 
, ſe Seems far beneath your tail in ſplendid grace, 
8 Still to my face that glitt' ring tail you owe.“ 


« Poh! (quoth the Peacock) Maſter Sun, 
« Your Highneſs loves a bit of fun. 
tc beg your pardon,” anſwer'd Sol again 
ec And, if you pleaſe, I'll condeſcend to ſhow 
40 How much to me, you ev'ry moment owe i 
et The boaſted beauties of your waving train.“ 


ce Agreed, with all my ſoul,” the Bird reply'd, _ 
In all the full-blown. inſolence of pride; | 
| To credit ſuch a tale I'm-not the noddy: 
e Prove that the glorious plumage 1 diſplay 
te Owes all its happy colours to thy ray, 
% D-m'me: e PII tear my feathers from my body.” 


| The challeng d Sun. in clouds withdrew | 
His flaming beams from ev'ry view; 

And o'er the world a depth of darkneſs ſpread: 
The bats their churches left, to wing the air 
The cocks and hens and cows began to ſtare, 

And ſulky went all ſupperleſs to bed; 
For 
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For not an Almanack had op'd its lips 

About ſo very wond'rouwus an eclipſe. 

The Peacock too, amongſt the reſt 

Of mar ling fowl and ſtaring beaſt, 

Turn'd to his feathers with ſome doubt, 

Amaz'd to find his hundred eyes put out; 0 
Indeed all nature now appear'd. as black 

As if old . had ate i a ſack. 


— 


* 


5 Pleas'd with * 8 from a cloud, 

The Sun, ſtill hiding, calld aloud, _ - 
6G Well! can ye merit to my face allow? © 
ä te What's now your colour? where your hundred eyes? 
The mingled radiance of a thouſand dies? 

* Speak, Maſter Pzacock, what's your colour 

Hlefgr- n en e 


e What colour!” quoth 1 the Bird, as much aſhar'd 
As courtiers high, by leſs of office tam'd 

er to own the truth, much-injur'd 5 know, 
6 rm not one atom better chan a cr. 
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r I ſee my folly—pity my poor train! 

e And let thy goodneſs bid it ſhine again.“ 
Trrants of za/ters realms, whoſe ſubjects? noſes, 
Like a ſmith's vice, your iron pow'r incloſes; 
Who treat your people juſt like dogs or ſwine; 
The meaning of my tale, can ye divine? 
If not, go try to find it, 1 beſeech ye, 

And do not let your angry SUBJECTS teach ye. 
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Rare Band ! whom wide-mouth'd Mos with ſhouts ſhall bail; 
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ADVERTISEMENT 


THE READER. 


MARVELLING READER, 


YOON after. the death of Dr. Joanson, a ſub- 
ſcription for a Monument to -the memory of that 
celebrated Monk AL Is r being in circulation amongſt the 

firſt people of the kingdom, the Royar Acabzur 
| generouſly and unanimouſly voted One Hundred 
Pounds towards the expences, as a tribute of regard 
for ſo extraordinary a Man, and one of their own 


Members; Dr. Jonxsox holding the place of Pro- 


FESSOR oF Mobern LirttRaTuRE. This reſolution 
being preſented to the Kinc, his MajzsTY, in con- 
ſideration of the extreme poverty of the Royar Aca- 

' *pxwy, inſtead of giving the Rovyar Ass N, impoſed 

che RovAl VTO. —So much for Dr. Jounson. 
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422 ADVERTISEMENT TO THE READERs 


7 Ini conſequence of the exalted idea entertained by 
the Mzmnrrs of the Royal Academy of the .late 
- PxzsIDenT's (Six Josnu Rryxor ps) diſcourſes, 
they reſolved. in council that an ELEGANT EDITION | 
ſhould be printed at the expence of the Academy ; 
one copy to be preſented to each of the Members ; 
the remainder of the copies to be depoſited in the 
Library of the Academy; and a copy to be given 
occaſionally to the moſt ſucceſsful Student, and to 
the newly elected Academicians. This reſolution was 
alſo offered to the Kro, who, on account of che | 
ill. veiguiug poverty of the Academy, N dee to 
HN Rs eur . ol 


14 T0 $5.9 
beiten Wer, the ben 5 8 
bun of the Royal Academy, unterriſied by Roy at. 
Varo, with and | by the advice of his Coun city 
magnanimouſſy produced another ſtring of reſolu- 
tions iz. to beg to be permitted to eat and drink, 


atis wviripus, in ſpite of the Academy 's poverty, the 
Aolpzur's and bis Majzsty's good health, amidſt 

mbantains of meat, and oceans of drink; to preſent 
an addreſs of humble thanks to his Mars Tv for his 
unexampled Munificence to his own Academy ; and to 


: be indulged with the honour of n. a handſome 
4 | Map AL 
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MepaL of GoLD to his MajzsTy, to ber MajesTy, 
to the PRINCE oF WaLEs, and to the PRINCESS 
Rov AL. Theſe reſolutions were fortunately received 
by MaJjzsTY with the moſt flattering cordiality ; and 
this day, all theſe things (God willing) are to be per- - 
formed and executed, together with the moſt auguſt 
and ſublime ceremony of MisTER Benjamin WesT's 
nig hibood. 


Redeunt Saturnia Regna ! 


Since the firſt edition, the PoeT (as hath been /ametimes the 
caſe with the moſt inſpired characters) finds himſelf miſtaken z 
the ceremony did vt take place: had this ne plus ultra of 
laughable and degraded Knighthood happened, the Knights of 
PEG Nienotaen would have N their heads. 


1 


— 


N CONTENTS 


CC TH WNT & 


Prrx, after the manner of Parſons, prayeth for good weather. 
— He beggeth MorninG to ſmile on the meat and drink, 
and the cavalcading Members of the Rorar Acapeuy.— 
PeTER upbraideth Miſter WIL rox for guzzling porter with 
Jow People below, when he ſhould be above amongſt the 
Antiques. — The CAvAL ADE deſcribed. — It arriveth at 
SainT JAuzs's.— The MEmBers tremble.—They appear 
before their SovEREIOX.— They fall on their faces. They 
get up again. — The Pars ID ENT receives the honour of 
Knighthood. — He feeleth himſelf metamorphoſed into a 
ſublimer creature.— A moſt original, beautiful, and ftriking 
compariſon between Miſter WzsT's new ſtate, and that of a 
Butterfly.—PzTeR wondereth at the great power of a SWORD, 
and a word, and wiſheth they could improve the literary 
abilities of Miſter WzsT.—The MzußgzRS 4% hands; who, 
PeTEer thinketh, would * kiſs any other part than wo part 

of Mals Ty. 


" 
„ 


% ; , 
.. 
Ly 
7 
189 
* 
- „ 
1 
*. 
Ks 3 
GS 
* 7 * 
$4 " . 
1 8 
- 
% 
6 
a. * 
1 2 
. 8 
* , 
* 
F : 1 
R * 
6 4 
* 
8 * 
* 
* 
* » w 
* 4 4 
. 
hy 
3 HIM «4 


- 
: 
Fl 
. 
* * 
* © 
mY y 
, 
. 
ies, 
4 
P 
4 
p 
5 
. 
4 
* 
. 
o y *X * 
: — 
* 
4 * % 
* 
* 
* 
0 _ 3 
S nA * 
* 
— 1 
— 
* 9 
2 
4 
** 
* 
1 ; 
% 7 
4 £ 1 
* % 
. 
2 
e * 
» +4 
q 
©.a 
if 
wy « # *7y 
% 


yore 


— 4 


* 


| "THE 
ACADEMIC PROCESSION 
5 © | 10 
SAINT JF AMES'S. 


SOL, put thee on thy beſt 112 wig 8 to-day: . 3 
Let rude DECEMBER be the gentle Mar; 5 


Chain d be the tempeſts, and well bung d the rain; 
Nor let a fog his ſullen twilight ſpread, _ 
As lately/ dark'ning bade us think the head 

Of ſame. HiogrT17uaD May was cleft in wein. 


Yes, yes, 1 Mon look down with ſmiling pride, A 
And ſmile on roaſt, and boil'd, and bak'd, and Top 4 
And gril'd, : and devil d, gums of ITE greetin 
Smile too upon the Academic Men, 3 
Reſpectables indeed! who, nine in ten, 2 4 : 0 


Di 


0 as of ee know the art of eating... 


Smile too on the Proceſſion - grateful Fhrong, + 
That glorious through the Strand ſhall move-along, 
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And at 8 James's Sire th e r of honey; 
Fo or 7711 ors AS. a wot amaze * 
Vin. pictures, _— . books, and money. 
Rare Band whom wide-mouth'd Mob . ſhouts 
| ſhall hail; SING 
Wesr at the ood, and u at the rail 
| Yet let not WI ron Join the Sloriouz! rear; b 
No, let not Wil ron in the band appear; 80 
Wil ron, who, lazy beer-adiniring Maſter, | | 
For Wurrzazab, quits his pupils and their 1 
Deſerts, for common ſervitig-men, , the room, 
And bobs or nobs with Lavizs of the Brom: 


* * x : 
* bes ? * 


0 fie! *r midſt vulgar potter. pots ley 5 | 
Who leaves great Hzacblks for poor grey Joan 4. 
And, what muſt ſhock che feelings of a ſtone, 


The youthful Venus for old Mornza Marine | 


2 a reset the B.A \Cademy.. Pon Fi 
An old Setvant 44% of the R. e ty 


A Servant /ikew./z of the R. Academy. | 
5 Cs ; See! 


Sl 
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See | from yon Doux,“ amid th' expectant throng, | 


Slow, moves the tribe of Benjamin along, 

Whilſt Faun before them with her trumpet fins 5 
Whilſt on their heads, from bulks and chimney-tops, 
As thick as herrings, or as thick as hops, 

Wild ApurxArrox caſts her countleſs eyes. 


And now they reach the Gatz of AvoraTion! 
And now a very ſudden palpitation 


Amid the fibres of their hearts they feel 

And now of RoyaLTy th' electric ſhock, 

Juſt as a man, upen the black-brow'd cock. 14 
Has oft aufe d from the numbing EzL 1 


ads now. 1 8 mount 1 Jauxs- s ſtairs, 

In good! order and in goodly. pairs; SS 
Now at the HALL or Avbigexncs they at arrive; 

Now midſt the blaze of Majzsry they fall 

Prone on their faces, like affrighted Paut, 
Half dead, alas! poor Saint! and half alive. 


| See d ew. Fj 5 nine-pins e on 5 — chin! ki 


And now they get upon their ends again |— 


* Somerſet Houſe. + The Torpedo. 


A | Behold 
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| Behold grave Bznjawirx the Addreſs preſent ! 
Now on his knees (his fout's firſt wiſh!) delighted, 
Behold vyce-Quaker-Bzt5amin be-knighted, | 
Amidſt a 24 RN hoſt of wondermient ! 


bios on his 8 the magic ſword : 

e Ariſe Six Benjamin!” the SovertioN ſays— 
Happy, the Knroirr-ariſeth at the word, 
And feels 885 werben with n Groky's _ 


In bolder Sens Hi Bi6od VEG t to flow; 
His heart ſublime, a richer torrent pours; 

Ile looks contemptuous on the mob below, 
And, ſwelling, now a pyramid he tow' IS. 
With Lords behold him talk—with Ladies chat 

Of __ nuf eme and wy ber. 


Thus from his humble tide! the changeful Wor u 
That cratol d at firſt tie earth, to man's ſurpriſe, 
Burſts forth with ſplendour what an angel form! 
And mounts on glittering wings of gold the ſkies; 
Talks to this mealy Loxp, that eee Park, 
.So happy mingling with the Tribes | 


Ah! 


A 
A 
G 
1 


In to 


'S, 


TO. SAINT JAMES'S. 4 


Ah! dwelleth ſuch rare virtue in a rd? 

Ah! lodgeth ſuch huge magic in a word ? 

Good heav'ns! what pity for th' unletter'd Kxionr, 
They cannot teach to /peak and read and write 4 


And now they humbly all kiſs hands ſo ſweet; 


How bleſt the hand of MajzsTy to greet ! 

For which, miles high would thouſands gladly j yn: 
And would but ſacred MajzsTy permit, 
Such really is AMB1TION's raging fit, 

(Unlike RapzLarsthe rogue“) they'd kiſs the rump ! 


Now cloth'd with honour, ſee the troop retreat ! 
Now Ma JESTY's good health they drink and eat! 


Now, maudlin, MajzsTy' 8 good health digorge 38 
Now on poor kingleſs France they run their rigs! 


Now mad for Mans rv they burn their wigs! 


IN loyal, fry their watches f for Kino Gzorcs! 


* The fy of Rabelais running from the 1 g ey i3 
too well known to be repeated. 


1 This farce was actually performed during the late reign, 
in the full form of loyalty, by the Marox and ALDERMEN of 


| & certain Corporation i in a weſtern 1 9 55 R 


THE END. 
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